





= 
= 
— 
s 
—_ 
S 
a 
= 












Men! Send for This Money. 
/ Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


¥S QQ 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction. you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 













Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
. 


for our beautifully- 
Styled. fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women. 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women... 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 








Ie Te AR ee need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
——— simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we’ll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
YOUR OWN SUITS fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
WITHOUT I¢ COST! the coupon today! 
. 
Mises tabi ait ine STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. S-964 
you to get your own personal _ 
i Gee ae eee 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
pe cue age oe a Perret ew w@ eww ew OO Oe ee ew wee ee 
addition to your big cas 
earnings. Think of it! Not only J | STONELFIELD CORP., Dept. $964 | 
oO we start you on the road to P 
making big money, but we also | 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. ; 
make it easy for you to get ] Dear Sir: 
= own — i agg , I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO == | 
thousands of “men. witte @n- AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush Valuable 
thusiastic letters of thanks. { ti pg Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
Just Mail Coupon | 
You don’t invest a penny of your 
Gomer mew ar one ae ae ak g Name .........seccceenee EO PEE oe ROO SScxietece 
pay money for samples, for outfits, | | 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 1 MY ccudctasueaccuimeuesws Miapiwsesneoon ccwateseeen 
have done—mail the coupon now. | 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us I 
the coupon. J City .... cece ccecccccccccccccccccs Se 
I scan cess slanscaetn ta i aaa abana ik idee 
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OPP Non qour fll dees 


tom Linda Fashions. 
exclusive styles / 


Exclusive styles, outstanding values, unusual 
designs, excellent workmanship . . . that's 
what you get when you buy your fall 
dresses by mail order from Linda Fashions. 
At these low, low prices you get copies of 
the latest creations of outstanding French 
and American designers. 


Study this page carefully. Decide which of 
the dresses will be most becoming to you. 
Every dress is an outstanding value that 
can’t be matched at the price. Order sev- 






















eral Linda creations today . . . you'll be 
glad you did! 
iy V) 
ijt 
GUARANTEE: Every 


dress that you buy from Linda 
Fashions is sold on a positive 
guarantee of complete satis- 
faction or your money back. 
You must be pleased. Thou- 
sands of customers all over 
the United States know that 
they can buy with confidence 
from Linda Fashions because 
of our unconditional money- 
back guarantee. You risk ab- 
solutely nothing. 


STYLE NO. 5816 





STYLE NO. 1913 

Attractive new square neck 
style in new, novel-tuft cot- 
ton cloth. Guaranteed wash- 
able. in choice of fall brown 


or turquoise. Sizes 598 
164-24; 12-20. 
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* * * 
Lu La Z hu " 670 NW. MICHIGAN AVE. * 
CHICAGO 11 - DEPT. T-2 * 
Os PREPAID ORDER: | enclose of _—— ee 30c to cover postage 
hondling—! save over 75c in C.0.0 


im C.0.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount plus postage, C.O.D. and 
handling fees. | may return gorment in 10 days if not satisfied. 


Style No. Size Color STYLE NO. 1818 


Eye appeal . . . that’s all yours in this Linda 
self-belted coat style dress with generous 
schiffli embroidery at cuffs and pockets. 
Choice of blue or gray. Sizes $ 95 
16Y4-24%; 12-20.........4. 5 
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You'll get the “oh’s and ah’s” when you wear Linda's fabulous, new, 
fall flowered cotton with velvet bows! Wonderful plaited-effect 
skirt. New square neck. Choice of 3 colors: blue, gray or green. 





STYLE NO. 4578 


Zipper closure, V-neck style cotton with two 
patch pockets. Lovely white piqué trim, 
matching flowers on the dress, on pockets 
and collar. Stylish black with 
pink or turquoise. Sizes 
16%-24%; 12-20....... 


$595 


Fill out and mail coupon TODAY! Get several dresses at these low prices 

























| 5 DRESSES 
For $49 75 


BEAUTIFUL 
COLLECTION 
OF MODERN 
STYLE DRESSES! 
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Look smart and stylish in these amazingly 
low priced glamorous dresses that have been 
carefully cleaned and pressed — in good 
condition for all occasions. A sensational 
assortment of gorgequs one and two piece 
modern styles in stunning colors and in a 
variety of luxurious fabrics of silks, rayons, 
gabardines, cottons, woolens, etc. Expensive 
-original value up to $40. 

FREE GIFT with every order! 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! You must 
be 100% satisfied or return dresses within 
10 days for refund! MAK COUPON NOW! 
[PEOPLES MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
j's MESTER ST., DEPT. 1-127, NEW YORK 2, N.Y. 


| Rush 5 assorted dresses in size circled be- 
low with Free Gift. $1 deposit enclosed. 


dresses- 


| pay postman balance plus C.O.D. and 
postage. Money returned if not com- 
pletely satisfied. 


l 
| 
i naps 

Girl's Sizes are 5 for $2.75 
| Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 ere S fer 
| $3.75 

Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 38, 40, 42, 44, 
|S for $3.75 
{| Sizes 14%, 162, 18%, 20%, 2212, 24%, 
| 5 for $3.75 

Extra Large Sizes 46, 48, 50, 52 are 5 for 
| $475 
| NAME— 
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ADDRESS 
AGE 
Ladies Size Children’s Size eae | 
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tcited manuscripts. Names of per 
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all stories are not actual and all names poopie, i of _Uvug parasns, are purely 

Photos are of models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. SUBSCRIPTIONS: 1 year (12 issues) $3. 
Other foreign countries $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents 
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EDITOR 


Tactful TAN 


I sincerely enjoyed “Strange Triangle” in the 
September issue. Usually this type of story is 
not written with tact but the publishers of 
TAN have handled the situation very well. 
Let’s have more of these controversial stories 
done in the same manner. Also, please give 
the gentlemen a break in one of your issues 
in the near future and show pictures of what 
the best dressed man will wear this season and 
also the prices of these clothes. Your selection 
of pictures for the cover suits the magazine to 
a“T”. Keep up the good work. 

Charles P. Young 
Northfield, N. J. 


I must congratulate you on your magazine, 
because it is truly wonderful. I never miss a 
copy. So in conclusion I'll say, keep up the 
good work. Thank you. 

F. D. M. 


Littleton, N. C. 


Color Problem 


Iam a TAN fan. Just a letter from a friend. 
Why are all of you light-skinned Negroes al- 
ways talking about the dark ones? You all 
ae Negroes. You all are the only ones talk 
like that. 

Mr. Cleveland Golden 
Chicago 21, Ill. 


I've just finished reading your latest edition. 
Ithink TAN is a very wonderful magazine. | 
have only one complaint, that is, why do the 
principles in just about all the stories describe 
themselves as light complexioned, with straight 
hair, and just too good looking for words. I’m 
sure there are very interesting stories about 
awerage looking Negroes also. The Mickey 
and Sylvia story was good, but really not much 
thout Mickey other than he sings with Sylvia. 
lalso think Harry’s Julie doesn’t hold a can- 
dle to his former wife, but she didn’t under- 
stand him, big deal. 
Helen Banks 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Iam a constant reader of TAN. I really en- 
joy all of it, but what I don’t understand is why 
Wi discriminate the girls with dark (black) 
kin. The only ones that appear on TAN’s 
covers are “‘mulattoes” or brown skin ones, and 
many of them are not even pretty, just brown 

A large number of us Cubans who live 
in the U.S.A. would like to see some real dark 
(black) beauties on your cover soon. My skin 
isnot black so it is nothing personal. 

Aurora Greavery Kerr 
Miami 37, Fla. 
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As Preferred and Recommended by Famous 
Stars Like Dorothy Donegan and Dizzy Gillespie 


New, Improved Perma-Strate Kit 
Guarantees You 


Straight Hair 
At Its Finest! 


* Soft * Natural Looking 
* Easy-to-Manage 


ree hair that must be straightened before it can 
properly styled, there is no substitute for 
perkates ie... the original and world’s ak 
est selling cold permanen cream hair straigh 
ener. And now every package includes the amaz- 
ing PERMA HAIR CONDITIONING SHAMPOO 
. . at no extra cost... to rfectly prepare 
and condition your hair for finest results with 
America’s favorite cream hair straightener. 








No Burn! No Redness! 
No Scalp Irritation! 


Just one creamy, gentle application of 
Perma-Strate gives you soft, natural-look- 
ing straight hair for 3 months and longer 

. . lets you easily dress, comb, or style 
your hair anyway you desire. Just be sure 
you get the one and only, genuine Perma- 
Strate Cream Hair Straightener! 
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ya STRAGHTENE 


3 10 6 wonTHs 
For dull, dry, brittle, breaking hair, also use 
Perma-Strate Hair Sheen HAIR CONDITIONER. Only 89 plus tax 


Perma-Strate Ce. 


Only $2 plus tax for complete kit! 
if druggist can't supply. write 
Perma-Strate, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 
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. - » FEAR OUT AND MAIL THIS AD 
er YOUR NAME & ADDRESS HERED) jie: 
ser BIG BOX OF FULL-SIZE PRODUCTS | civ. 


for FREE TRIAL! 


Just write name and address above, tear out +> mail this ad for bi; 
SEND NO MONEY | assortment of full-size packages of Cosmetics. Flavorings, Foods, ete, 
for this big box containing 


Show to friends, neighbors, earn full or 3) time tak- 
fall size ackages of fa- Saeties for bargains Dawrotes good money A You don't pay ux - 





























s BLAIR Qual: to start. I supply products for FREE TRIAL to start you earning 
ucts, ($2. 96 © retell value). ott it] AT you get products on credit. Cut or tear out this ad today, wate nang 
> bie & talog, Premium | #ddress above for Assortment M -Making Plans. 








BLAIR, Dept. 14 AW, _ Lynchburg, 2 Virginia 7 












CREEPING WAISTLINE / 
Slice 3 inches from your waist! 


with I! MIRACULOUS FRENCH FIGURINE 
This NEW, s'lenderful sensation is a must if you yearn for a size 


smaller dress and a Hollywood model's figure! 


4d BAND No tricks—no ugly, bulky fold-overs. The “control” secret is Fred- 

NIPS 3” erick’s exclusively feminine design in gorgeous acetate satin lastex 

hidden beauty band ti and —. Feather-light boning plus magic 
uty band trims unwan' inches, and ‘weddi 

ring” waist that’s the merest hand-span . ee sas 


it’s the ultimate in feminine allure-iovel to jook at, delightful 
wear! it’s the last word in waist- watchers that will pny — A 
eyes .,. on YOU! Black or White. Sizes 24” to 32” waist. Only $8.50 


_ —_——. 
frederick eu 
Heltyweed 2 28. ‘Calif. 
Quant... #78 @ $6se Name_ sediiecceeaaad 
Waist Size ____Color 
{) | enclose payment 
~} Send C.0.D. 
($1 deposit on each item) 
















Address ___ 


——————— 
EVERY PENNY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED 








_- FP 
Rush your order teday! ‘Yeu ewe it te yourself! 
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Mind if a fellow from England gets in on 
your great Pen Pal page? I am interested in 
exchanging letters and magazines with anyone 
in the U. S. My age is 21 and I am an office 
worker in local government. My interests in- 

lude reading, writing, TV, radio, modern jazz, 

popular music, etc. I am very interested in all 

aspects of America (history, geography, home 

affairs, etc.) and also make a collection of U. S. 

periodicals, magazines and newspapers. Every- 
one who writes me will be answered. 

Michael A. Storey 

331, Horbury Rd. 

Wakefield 

Yorkshire, England 


[ should be very much obliged if you would 
have my name published in your Pen Pal col- 
lumn. I am a 29-year-old African girl. I was 
born in Indonesia, but have been living in Am- 
sterdam (Holland) since I was two. In Hol- 
land, I seldom come in contact with Negroes 
and I ask your help in bringing me in contact 
with people of my color. I would welcome 
friendly correspondence. 

Miss E. Herbig 
Jan Lelimanhof 32 
Amsterdam-W2 
Geuzenveld 


[ wish to become a Pen Pal and would like 
to correspond with young men in the service 
of any race. I am a tall, statuesque colored 
lady of 19. I am 5/10%”, and weigh 147. I 
have dark brown hair and sparkling eyes. I 
am in the nursing profession. I will devote my 
spare time in answering letters and exchanging 


photos So write soon! 
Wilina Kelly 
1324 E. 99th St. 
Los Angeles 2, Calif. 


I'm an ex-serviceman who has just gotten 
out of the army and find it real lonely here at 
I would be very pleased if you would 
enter my name in your Pen Pal column. Would 
like to hear from girls between the ages 20-35. 
Will answer all letters and exchange photos. 


Thank you. 
Joseph N. Love 
1305 C Street, N. E. 
Washington 2, D. C. 


home 


First, let me congratulate you on such a 
wonderful magazine. I hope that it will be on 
the newsstands for as long as I live. I am a 
colored Jamaican girl 21 years old and am 


training as a lab technician at the University 
College of the West Indies. I would like to cor- 
respond with people of any race or sex and 
from any part of the world. I stand 5’2”, weigh 
110, and have black hair and brown eyes. I 
would love hearing from people in the age 
group 17-40. My hobbies are movies, reading, 
collecting post cards, photos and seashells. I 
will answer all letters, so will Pen Pals please 
write and make an extremely lonely girl happy. 

Valma V. Green 


20, Belmont Road 
Windward Road P.O. 
Kingston, Jamaica 
B.W.I. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I am stationed in Newfoundland, which I 
might add, isn’t anything like the States in 
any comparison. There are very few things to 
do up here; in fact, there isn’t anything to do. 
I would enjoy corresponding with Pen Pals and 
also would exchange photos. I am 5’5” tall and 
weight 147; also I do a lot of boxing and am 
23 years of age. That is all about me in a 
nutshell. 

A/2c Walter M. Fleming 

AF 0346 

1624 Support Sqn. (Box A20) 
APO 864 

New York, N. Y. 


I certainly hope I'll be lucky enough to have 
my name published in your Pen Pal section and 
promise to answer all letters received. For the 
record, I’d like very much to correspond with 
single, intelligent and clean-cut males between 
27-36 who don’t smoke or gamble. I am 26, 
5’, with dark brown eyes and medium brown 
complexion. 

Betty Madison 
1713 Drexel Place 
Atlantic City, N. J. 


I would sincerely like to correspond with 
boys and girls between the ages 19-24 of any 
race. I am a young girl of 18, 110 lbs., 5’, with 
dark brown hair and eyes, and light brown 
complexion. My hobbies are progressive jazz, 
writing letters and art. I like all sports, es- 
pecially tennis and horseback riding. I speak 
Spanish and English. I will answer all letters 
promptly, and if requested, will exchange 
photos. 

Lucretia Carter 
1507 Elmwood Ave. 
Saint Louis 14, Mo. 


I am 16, 5’2”, weigh 115 and measure 34-24- 
38. I am dark, of Cuban-American descent and 
have wavy black hair. I’ve just graduated from 
the University of San Juan and at present plan 
to join the WAF. I love dancing and record 
playing and speak Spanish and French fluently. 
Would like to hear from boys and girls about 
my age or older who’re interested in having 
pen pals here in Puerto Rico. I will gladly 
exchange pictures and souvenirs. 

Patricia Robinson 
Calle Cristo 204 
San Juan, Puerto Rico 


T haven’t received any mail since we’ve been 
in Japan for quite some time now and there- 
fore I have become a very lonely fellow. I am 
21 years old. I would like to correspond with 
any female between 17 and 21 years of age. 
Sincerely, 

A/1C Richard E. Thomas 
AF 12450675 — Box 466 
Det. 2 — Hq. 6920th S.W. 
APO 63 


San Francisco, Calif. 


I am very much interested in our Pen Pal 
page and am so sorry to say that I have written 
to quite a few of them and haven’t received a 
line. They say they are lonely, but I don’t think 
they are as lonely as I am or else they would 


have answered my letter. I therefore ask if you 

could put my name on your Pen Pal page stat- 

ing my wish for pen friends all over the uni- 

verse. I am a very lonely girl of 18. I am short, 

about 52”, weigh 120. I haven’t got a bad 

shape which is 30-23-37. My hobbies are read. 

ing, writing, studying, snapshot collecting and 

teaching. I promise to answer all letters 
promptly. 

Merris M. Thompson 

Cambridge P.0. 

St. James 

Jamaica, B.W.L. 


I am a handicapped young man 28 years 
old and am in a wheel chair. Weigh about 185 
and am very active. Love all good novels and 
true love magazines. Will some ladies write 
me. I promise to answer all mail. 

John F. Watson 
1454% Ashton St. 
Shreveport, La 


I am a young English boy who finds much 
interest in your wonderful magazine, particu- 
larly in your Pen Pals page. As you can see, 
I am in the Royal Air Force stationed in Hol- 
land. I am 21, 5’1044”, and have brown eyes, 
and if possible would like to correspond with 
girls and boys about the same age, but all let- 
ters will be happily and faithfully answered. 
As I have said, I am now stationed in Holland 
but hope to go back to England in about six 
to ten weeks, but all letters will be sent on. If 
possible I would like a photo, and if asked, 
will send one back. 

4149722 S.A.C. Peter R. Rogers 
Yo M.T.RS. 

Ro A.F. Eindhoven 

2nd T.AF. 

B.F.P.O. 35, Holland 


I am a Jamaican in England, age 25, 6’ and 
weigh 13 stone (182 lb.). Would like to cor- 
respond with women in the States between the 
ages 25-35. All letters will be gladly answered. 
Please enclose a photograph, if possible. 

R. D. Ebanks 
2, Hazlewood Cres. 
London W. 10, England. 


I am 5’8”, weight 160 lbs., age 21, single, 
brown skin. Would like to hear from ladies 
18 to 29 years of age. I am in the service and 
have very few friends. Please write, lonesome. 
Will exchange photos. 

Pyt. Robert Barney, R.A. 16556617 
229th Sig. Co. (Spt.) 
Fort Gordon, Ga. 


I shall be very grateful if you will kindly 
include this letter in your Pen Pals page. I 
would like to have Pen Pals of either sex in 
the States and other countries. I am a Chinese, 
aged 30 years. My interests are travelling, 
Latin-American dancing, movies and stam) 


lecting. W 
Benny Wong 
23A, Eng Watt St. 
Singapore 3, 
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A EVENING LONG, the newlywed 

of eight months had tried to brush 
aside a disturbing question, never realiz. 
ing that it’s a rare woman who does not, 
at one time or another, ask herself: “Is 
my husband cheating on me?” 

Chosen as football queen at the local 
high school because of her beauty the 
year before, she found it difficult to 
imagine that her husband would even 
look at another woman, knowing, as she 


did, that he loved her with all his heart, 





Even so, many women loved equally as 
much by their husbands fail to take into 
consideration some available facts of life 
when pondering the question. Available 
fact one: Recent surveys show that one 
in every three husbands is unfaithful to 


his wife and that another one of each 
three would be unfaithful if he thought 
he could get away with it. 

To better understand these possibly 
startling figures, one thing should be 
made clear. Married men are no less re- 


Alone and restléss at midnight, a worried wife 


sponsive to the charms of other women 
than are bachelors, and marriage does 
not dull the man’s susceptibility to an- 
This is be- 
cause, explains Chicago psychiatrist Dr. 
Walter A. Adams, “There are instinctive 


other woman’s attractions. 


drives in people based on hormones, 
which are secreted by glands in the body. 
This causes males to be attracted to fe- 
males and vice versa. Therefore, the 
husband can not be blamed for his per- 
fectly natural attraction to a woman with 


> 


sex appeal, although he may be blamed 
for what he does about the attraction.” 

Above all it is important to realize that 
the husband’s extra-marital activities do 
not necessarily mean that he no longer 
loves his wife, that he is physically mis- 
mated, or that he is having a temporary 
infatuation. For these illicit excursions 
have had the effect of convincing many 
men that the relationships with their 
wives were more satisfactory than they 


had realized. 





switches the light on the empty bed beside her—a symbol of her missing 


mate. And she wonders: *"Where is he? Who’s he with?” 
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What a picture you'll make with your 
LOVELY NADINOLA COMPLEXION 


Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


Fyoes your complexion welcome 
i/*‘close-ups’’? Is it clear and 
bright, lovely and light? If not, you 
we it to yourself to try NADINOLA 

aching Cream, that marvelous 


kin beautifier, right away! 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
» your complexion in so many 
ferent ways as NADINOLA. 


[s your skin dark and dull? 
DINOLA will lighten and brighten 
Are you embarrassed by oily 
enlarged pores and black- 
> Some creams try to cover 
these complexion faults. But 
INOLA works within the skin to 
correct them. 


So get Naprnoia right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NaDINoLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
=< Bleaching Cream is non- 
] 
| 
| 


oily, greaseless. Lightens 


Tadinet? skin —a shine— BLEACHING CREAM 
oc an Fre] 
Just one jar of Nadinola 
FOR DRY SKIN ill make ; 
ginal, ever-famous will anal complexion 
Bleaching Cream is lighter, brighter and lovelier. 


fine cosmetic oils 
ess~-75c and $1.25 








One out of every three hus. 
bands is unfaithful to his 


wife. Is yours one of them? 


Aside from the fact that marriage does 
not alter a man’s sex desires and in- 


| stincts, the question also arises: Why do 








husbands become unfaithful? 
Cheating, extra-marital relations, or 
adultery, depending upon your choice of 
words, is frequently an attempt at emo- 
tional reassurance through a new con- 
quest. It might be called a “Don Juan 
complex,” under which the husband tries 
to reassure himself that he has not lost 
his appeal to other women. It is not so 
much a satisfaction of his sexual appetite 
as it is a satisfaction of his ego. Often 
times older men are unfaithful to middle. 





aged wives to prove to themselves that 
they are not getting old. 

Again, Dr. Adams explains that some 
men are brought up with good sex edu- 
cation and do not suffer with the in- 
feriority complexes (this includes the 
Don Juan) of less fortunate men. They 
are persons, the doctor says, who haven't 


| been antagonized about sex and love be- 


| cause they take it in stride, are not slaves 
to it, but rather masters of it. Moreover, 
| they have been taught to respect women 


ana to accept their responsibility toward 
them. Such men, according to Dr. 
Adams, can sublimate positive feeling 
and find more wholesome outlets than 
those of insecure men. 

These are part of the one in three 
husbands whom the wives do not have 
to worry about. Ironically, however, 
surveys show that a great part of the 
faithful segment of husbands is com- 
posed of those who were virgins at mat- 
riage, and those who had been extreme- 
ly promiscuous (they’ve had their fill of 
chasing). There is also a very minute 


| group, who (Continued on Page 67) 
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James Goodrich 





On The Reco 


OHNNY MATHIS is the handsome vocal sensation on recordings who has come 

along fast to steal the play away from the rock ’n’ rollers with his velvety ballad 
stylings. Within the year, the San Francisco-born ex-college athlete has zoomed 
past the rock ’n’ roll shouters in the disc parade as a red-hot entry for Columbia. 
Two of his single releases, Wonderful, Wonderful and Jt’s Not For Me To Say crowd 
the magic million sales mark and his music is now beginning to move steadily 
across record counters in albums. 

Johnny’s best received album to date bears the title of his first single hit, “Won- 
derful, Wonderful,” although the song is not included in the package. In the col- 
lection, Johnny proves, as one musical critic has noted, that he is “a careful crooner 
who gets the most out of lyric values.” 

As delivered by Johnny on the Columbia sides, popular offerings like Too Close 
For Comfort, That OF Black Magic, All Through The Night and In The Wee Small 
Hours Of The Evening never got more soulful readings from a singer. 

While Mathis is basically a smooth stylist, he can still swing vigorously on a tune. 
An example is Ol’ Black Magic, the swinging trademarked Billy Daniels offering. 
Whenever Mathis offers the number in person, his rhythmical vocalizing sways the 
audience. His recorded version can rouse people too. 

Johnny has recorded only for Columbia, his career starting less than two years 
ago. After he had been taking private voice lessons for seven years in San Fran- 
tisco, he landed a summer job at a local night club. Heard by Helen Noga, owner 
of Frisco’s famed Black Hawk nitery who later became his manager, he was recom- 
mended by her to Columbia exec George Avakian. George listened to the young 
man and became convinced that he possessed the vocal talent to make it on records. 
But oddly Mathis didn’t make a recording for six months. 

“l felt forgotten,” Johnny recalls, “until one day after (Continued on Page 52 ) 





Don’t trust to luck 
—or vinegar! 





Trust “LYSOL”! 


Vinegar and water douches 
can’t do the job the way that 
“Lysol” can! 


“Lysol” kills odor at its 
source! “Lysol” kills germs on 
contact .. . the very germs that 
are the cause of odor! 


When you douche with “Ly- 
sol” you know you can’t offend. 
“Lysol” keeps you sweet and 
nice inside. 


Try it and see. New “Lysol” 
brand disinfectant is mild. It 
can’t hurt you! Look for it in 
the new safety-grip bottle! 


And to find out how 
to douche the way doctors 
think best, send for free 
booklet (mailed to you in 
plain envelope). Write to 
“*Lysol,”’ Bloomfield, 
New Jersey, Box T12-57 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product ° Also available in Canada 
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[ wasn’t the kind of sucker everybody was playing me for. 


Sure, it had been a lot of fun with Mary Ann, and I was sorry 


for what happened. But I didn’t intend to marry her 


OULD HEAR that nurse’s high-pitched voice sounding down the hail as | 
abbed my hat and ducked out the side door of the waiting room. 
‘Mr. Thomas! Mr. George Thomas!” 
was like the whining of a police siren, hunting me down in the corridors of 
intiseptic-scented hospital. I cut out of there fast. 
had been a fool to let Mary. Ann talk me into going there with her in the first 
‘Just go in with me, George,” she had begged. “Just so it will look—right.” 
yuld tell from the sound of her voice on the telephone that there were tears in 
es, and | knew the poor kid was scared. I guessed that maybe having a baby 
exactly like washing the dishes or dusting the furniture. 
till, I was a fool to go. I mean, we had it all settled. Sure, it was my kid 
and I was sorry for Mary Ann. I hadn’t really meant for her to get preg- 
fact, | would have given almost anything if she hadn’t. But after it hap- 
ind she didn’t want to do anything about it—well, what was I supposed to 
told her I would pay all her hospital bills and afterwards I would send her 
y to help with the food and clothes and all. What more could I do, marry her? 


really wasn’t anything wrong with Mary Ann. In fact, she was just about 
st girl | ever knew. She had soft hair and pretty brown eyes and she always 
| like she had just stepped out of the shower. She didn’t have to take a back 
iny broad in looks, either. She didn’t look like one of those real sexy chorus 
r anything, but then that wasn’t exactly my taste anyway. A lot of guys go 
heavy-topped, wide-bottomed chicks, but I like mine a little neater, like 
inn was. 
| finished my two-year hitch in the Air Force and came back home, she was 
at the doctor ordered. She had been only a long-legged, skinny girl running 
n my neighborhood when I left, but two years had done plenty for her in 
t places, so I started taking her out. 
| liked Mary Ann because she was kind of peaceful to be with. Like, when 
st busts out of service, he’s looking for the sleek, gin-drinking babe he can 
the afternoon and be roommates with by midnight. You like night clubs 
es and loud music and spending money and doing what you damn well 
r a change. 
tty soon it all wears off, and a guy has got to think about what he’s going 
a living and how he’s going to latch on to some of the finer things of life, 
rs and hi-fi and speedboats. Well, Mary Ann was good company for think- 
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WH Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
hoice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
yiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 





@ creamy, non-drying lipstick 
at stays on and on, always look 
the name Black and White. 











“The 

perfect make-up 

base to keep you 
fresh looking 


“Demands on my time are 
too many for me to have to 
fuss with my make-up. So it 
was a joy to discover Black 
and White Vanishing Cream 
holds make-up on longer, 
keeps me fresh looking.” 


Mrs. Jane M. Brown 
Washington, D. C. 


Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 


BLACK 480 WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 








HIS HEART 
TOMORROW 





NEEDS YOUR HELP 
TODAY 


More than 500,000 chil- 
dren with damaged hearts 
look to medical research... 
supported by the Heart 
Fund...for a brighter 
tomorrow. 

Their hearts need your help 
today. Give generously. 


. HELP YOUR 


HEART 


HELP YOUR 
HEART FUND 








DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 





101-W 
SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 24 
WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS 
All . ible aroma attrac’ 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic. Make men love you. 
trresisti- 
ble and romantic 
desires. A oy ane sts for days. 
$5 value. Only $2 with ier 
or $2.75 if C.0.D, with directions. 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE if 
MPLETELY SATIS- 








are not CO) 

° IED within 10 days, I’ll send your 
$2 right back. Write NOW. 

LAMOUR CO., Dept. 11T, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 








BEAUTIFUL ee eeeeseeees 


. ¢ 
-GOLD- FALSE TEETH 
1K are yours in minutes! 
Latest laboratory discovery - ACRY-GOLD - 
an amazing liquid gold coat. Simply brush on 
to false teeth. Makes beautiful real looking 
gold crowns and inlays that last. 









© FRIENDS WILL ENVY YOU $ 98 
® GIVES YOU A WEALTHY LOOK : 
Acry-Gold looks so genuine, we make this startling offer: If anyone 


recognizes it as not being real gold, we refund [ull cost within 30 
days. Enowh for 10 or more beautiful gold crowns and inlays. 
Works on any false teeth. Dries quickly. Non-toxic. Lasts and 
lasts. Everything included with full instructions. Be thrilled or 
money hack. Aecry-Gold rushed to you day order received. Send 
only $1.98 (noC.0.D.) to HOME DENTAL AIDS CO. 

@ Box 1731 Room 14 Bakersfield. Calif. @ 












What did I care} 
about whether the= ¥ 
baby was a boy or 
girl? I wanted no 


part of any of it 


>. 


ing. | mean, with her, you could sort of 
think to yourself and still be with a girl, 
you know? She wasn’t always bugging 
a guy about taking her to see some guy 
with a process job singing at the Show 


| Bar, or talking about the beer was all 


gone, or how she saw the cutest little old 
outfit when she was down town the other 
day. 

Mary Ann was soft and sweet and gen- 
tle. She was a lot of fun when you wanted 
to go balling, and she was quiet as 
church when you didn’t feel like going 
out or even talking much. 

Yeah, she was real nice. I knew it 
that weekend when I talked her into go- 
ing up to that resort place. She hadn’t 
ever done anything like that. And I 
didn’t know—until I made love to her 
that night in the cabin—that she hadn’t 
done anything like that before, either. 


| Then I was sorry I had done it, and | 


told her so, but she just cried a little bit 
and kissed me all over my face and said 
she loved me. I guess I tried then to tell 
her I loved her, too. But somehow the 


| words didn’t seem to come out right, and 


afterwards I was glad, because I realized 
that getting all mixed up with Mary Ann 
was the worst thing in the world for my 
plans. | mean, I was only twenty-one 
and was just getting started out on & 
fine job and I felt I had some living to 
do before some chick slipped a matching 
wedding band on my finger. 

So I made it a point from then on not 
to get into any situations with Mary 
Ann where she (Continued on Page 71) 
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NHE COUNT AND COUNTESS of Basie have been advising friends to 
brush up on their ice-skating techniques since construction on their private pool 
was not completed in time for the swim season it might as well be useful when the 
big freeze comes along. 

Blind vocalist Al Hibbler’s most prized possession is a new trophy now 


hanging among his many Downbeat awards but has nothing to do with his vocal 
talent. Hibbler won the “Most Valuable Player” award during the softball season 
for his priceless assistance as third-base coach for the Basie Bums. All disputes were 
settled according to how Al “saw” the plays. And his word was law. 


Pianist Erroll Garner won’t have a chance to witness the premiere per- 
formance of his first ballet score, composed for the New York City Center Ballet 
Company. Garner will be performing for the first time in Paris, where he'll spend 
Christmas and the New Year Holidays. 

New York’s top male beautician, Frenchie Casimir, is off to Paris as part 
of singer Diahann Carroll’s entourage. Diahann, who'll be making her first appear- 
ances in Europe, will keep Frenchie’s society clients stewing for three months. That’s 
how long they'll be abroad. (Continued on Page 58) 
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Life will 
be fey with 
Lighter, Brighter Skin 


Give yourself a lovelier complexion! 
Use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark skin take on a lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. Its bleaching 
action works inside your skin. Science 
knows of no faster way of lightening 
skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at all 
drug counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
















SON ES 


INTO DOLLARS! 

NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 


















DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT ag ad 


Goastgenese ann be ne 


Break the Dri ng. Cycle 
QUICKLY. INEXPENS VELY! 
se AL COREM, the omens Sone 
that promotes aversion (dis! e) to- 
v | ward ALL intoxicating drinks. , Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,"’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. yy drink- 
ne Ee oe ond. to turn 
from liquor. May be nin SECRET. A ~—y p An of 
this wonderful ALCOREM aabcaas desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 


ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. ALCOREM user writes: 

‘PLEASE SEND M DERFUIL 


HEAVY DRINKER. OUGH = 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 

FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FRE. WEIGHT” CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper w 

DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCORER NOW 


SATISFACTION OR . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, wet on ‘Chart i in pla wrapper. 
Pay postman $6.95 plus C.O. nd postage. To SAVE 


7@c in C.O.D. and postage, cond $6.95 ns onder. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. B-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5S, ILL. 
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were just like any other young married couple, 


finding fun and excitement in the newness of wedded bliss. 








xen suddenly we were no longer part of the crowd with— 
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4s | LAY THERE IN THE HOSPITAL BED, looking out 
the window at the blossoming flowers in the courtyard be- 
low, I marveled at the wonders of nature and mused to myself 
that I, too, was flowering and would soon hold in my arms a 
little child who would be mine, all mine. 
I was not comfortable. My body was ripped with pain. 
I felt that I was just a few hours, perhaps only a few 
minutes, from the delivery room. But I was happy. I was 
never happier, so painfully happy, in my life. It was 
all so new, and delightful and thrilling. 
My first child. 
The nurses scurried in and out of my room, taking my 

temperature, doing the other little preparatory things, 

and inquiring about my comfort. My doctor had ar- 

rived at the hospital at almost the same time I had. He 

had been in to see me at least half a dozen times, the 

last three in company with three other doctors. 
Each examined me thoroughly, and I was very pleased 

that Jim and I had chosen this hospital for it seemed 

they were giving me such good and extraordinary care. 
Once or twice, during the four hours that the nursing 

and examining went on, I was mildly alarmed by the 

looks of wonder and puzzlement on the faces of the doc- 

tors, but in my ecstatic joy at the prospect of becoming 

a mother I threw out any fears that lurked in my heart 

aside. 
[ would not have any trouble. I would have my child 

with ease and bravery. I would not give them any trouble. 

I would help them in every way I could and in every way 
I was told to when we went into the delivery room. | 
was ready, even anxious, to get the ordeal over with. 
These thoughts comforted me. I clinched my Bible in 
my hands. I had prayed and I prayed more and more. 
I was praying when Jim first came into the room. I had 
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| would have my child with ease and 
bravery... . dt was ready, even 
mxious, to get the ordeal over with. 
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At last, I thought, we were 
having a child. I didn’t know 


fate was playing a tragic joke 


scarcely noticed him when he appeared 
in the door. I was too absorbed in my 
own thoughts. 

Shirley, darling,” his voice filtered 
across the room to me. I shook myself 
out of my reverie and turned my head 
on the pillow expecting to see him there 
beside the bed. 

Instead, far across the room, the fuzzy 
outlines of two persons standing in the 
door was all I could see at first. Slowly, 
they became more clear. Jim and Dr. 
Slade were talking seriously and ani- 
Jim’s face was flushed but I 
could not tell if it was fear or anger that 
| saw there. I strained to hear what they 
were say ing. 

| think I’d better be with you,” Dr. 
Wright said with finality, “I can explain 
it to her. Pseudocyesis is not only rare, 
it takes a great deal of careful explain- 
ing or we might have unfavorable after 
effect 

“It’s hard to believe, Doc,” Jim re- 
I'd like to see her alone first, but 
think—” 


matedly 


plied 
if you 
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“I do,” the doctor said with firmness, 
and they began to walk toward me, slow- 
ly, solemnly. And with each nearer step 
a frenzy of fear mounted inside me. 

“Jim,” I whispered as I extended a 
hand toward him. “What is it?” 

He took my hand gently and his eyes 
filled with a mist of disappointment and 
sympathy. “Darling, we’ve got to tell 
you something. I hope you'll understand. 
It’s terrible. But, then again, it’s not 
really so terrible. It’s not really so ter- 
rible,” his voice trailed off, cracking with 
emotion. 

Dr. Wright stepped closer to the bed 
on the other side. My eyes swung over 
to him questioningly. My heart thumped 
violently against my chest and my breath 
came in short spasms. I had visions of 
losing my child. Maybe they had learned 
during all those examinations that it 
would be stillborn. My flesh became 
moist with the sweat of fear and little 
riverlets of perspiration ran cold down 
from my armpits. 

The silence was unbearable. I was 
speechless. I tried to say something but 
the words would not come. Jim wanted 
this child as much as I wanted it. Losing 
it might cause me to lose him. Then Dr. 
Wright spoke. His voice was deep. It 
reached me as if he was far, far away 
and I was hearing him echoed from the 
deep valley of despair into which his 
words pitched me. 

“You’re not going to have a baby,” 
he said. 

The shock of his words rippled my 
body from head to foot. My hand in- 
stinctively fell on my stomach and I 
probed with my feeling for the kick or 
movement that would prove him a liar. 
My mind raced over a thousand thoughts 
and finally hung on the tone of his voice 
when he had spoken. 

It had been a simple sentence. I 
counted the words. Seven. I became 
aware of which word he had emphasized. 
He didn’t say You’re not going to have 
a baby. He said You’re not going to have 
a baby. 

I didn’t understand. I tried but I 
couldn’t. I opened my mouth to speak. 
My ears rung with my own involuntary 
scream of distress and frustration and I 
buried my head in the pillow as the tears 
came in a deluge. 

“Tl give her a sedative so she can 
sleep,” Dr. Wright told Jim. “You come 
hack to see her first thing in the morn- 
ing. We will move her to another room. 





In a few days you ought to be able to 
take her home.” 

The sedative did its work quickly, 
bringing on blessed, blessed sleep clothed 
in soothing memories. . . . 

Jim and I had met on the night that | 
won second place in my modeling 
school’s beauty contest. He had been one 
of the judges and he came up to me after. 
ward and said he thought I should have 
won first place. 

“T’m Jim Meadows,” he said. “I know 
your name from the contest list. I voted 
for you, y'know. You certainly have 
more poise than the other girl, and as 
long as I’ve been in the photography 
business I should certainly be a good 
judge of shapeliness.” 

We laughed—me a little shyly. 

“Thank you, Mr. Meadows. I’ve heard 
of you and seen some of your wonderful 
work. Thank you for voting for me, but 
Allena is really very beautiful and I 
think she should have won.” 

“Well, if you’re that broadminded 
about it, that’s really nice,” he said. 
“Could I see you home?” 

I had never thought our paths would 
ever cross. Jim Meadows’ story was well 
known in the town and I had always 
believed that his was a world of glamor 
and gaiety that I would never see. He 
had been a good athlete in high school 
and one of the first boys from the school 
to go into the Air Force. 

When he came back home from the 
service, he was some sort of hero because 
he went on flying airplanes in the Re- 
serves and this made everyone in town 
very proud of him. Teachers used to take 
groups of schoolkids out to the airport 
on Sundays to see him, the only Negro, 
flying with other Air Force Reserve off- 
cers. 

His picture had been in all of the 
newspapers and when he opened a down- 
town glamor photography studio where 
both white and colored women could get 
beautiful pictures made by a staff of 
white and colored photographers, his pic- 
ture was in the papers again. 

Some of his photography work was 
always appearing in the papers with his 
name under it. The women were always 
very beautiful. That is why he had been 
chosen as one of the judges of the mod- 
eling school contest. I had never dreamed 
that a man like Jim would ever give me 
a second thought, much less an offer to 
drive me home. 

“Well, I’ve got all these hat boxes and 
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things to take home,” I had said, “but if 
you don’t mind, I’d certainly appreciate 
it.” 

That was how it started. 

Jim made hundreds of pictures of me. 
Atthe beach. Cooking. Shopping. Mod- 
ding sweaters. Modeling stockings, 
shoes, everything. Some of the pictures 
he sold to magazines but most of them 
he exhibited in his studio. 

He took me to night clubs where he 
made pictures of famous performers. We 
dined with his friends in expensive cafes 
and they invited us to their homes. All 
of my friends were very proud to meet 
him and they invited us to their homes. 
We had oodles of friends and a very gay 
and exciting courtship together. 

Then, one night after we had been for 
along ride in the country, he invited me 
to stop at his apartment to “see some- 
thing.” 

“I don’t have any etching, now,” he 
said, laughing. “And I don’t have any 
unusual record I want you to hear on 
my hi-fi. This is something special!” 

] agreed to go. And when we stepped 
into his living room I was overwhelmed 
by a whole wall that was covered with 
pictures in a hundred different poses— 
all of me! 





After he had flicked on the light, Jim 
did not speak. He took my wrap and 
went into the kitchen. I walked over and 
looked at each of the pictures, remem- 
bering the day and the occasion on which 
each was made. 

Suddenly Jim was beside me, handing 
me a cooling but potent Martini. I sat 
down and he walked over and was look- 
ing out of the window. 

“You must know by now that you’re 
my favorite model,” he said without 
looking around. 

“T like working with you, Jim,” I said. 
“It’s been wonderful meeting so many 
people and all. I never thought I’d be 
much of a model. I just took the course 
to while away some time because the 
girls in my club thought it would be a 
good way to learn about makeup and 
things. It was a sort of club project . . . 
really just a lark, y’know.” 

I realized as I finished that I had been 
jabbering nervously. Jim had turned to 
face me. He was smiling slyly. I wasn’t 
sure what he would do next. He beck- 
oned to me. 

“Well, let’s make it short and sweet,” 
he said, taking me by the shoulders and 
holding me at arms length. I took a big 
sip of my drink. 


The nurses scurried in and out of my room, tak- 
ing my temperature, doing the other little pre- 


paratory things, and inquiring about my comfort. 


“I’ve got pictures of you plastered all 
over the studio and all over my home. | 
spend every spare moment I can get with 
you. We might as well be married, so 
what do you say, let’s?” 

My arms went around his neck in- 
stinctively. Our lips met in a soul-seal- 
ing kiss that made it unnecessary for me 
to reply. I held him tightly and closed 
my eyes in ecstasy. And then I felt him 
shudder against me. 

I opened my eyes and looked into his. 
They were wide with surprise and the 
corners of his mouth began to crack with 
laughter. 

I had poured what remained of my 
Martini right down his back. 


HE WEDDING was beautiful. We 
received hundreds and hundreds of 
gifts. My girl friends gave me a dozen 
showers. All of Jim’s Air Force buddies 
sent or brought gifts. 
We honeymooned at a quiet resort on 
a lake where we had a rustic log cabin 
and a whole new world of happiness all 
to ourselves. 
When it started, I don’t know. 
Maybe it was six months after we had 
finished redecorating Jim’s apartment 
and Lillian, (Continued on Page 59 | 
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A whole lot of rules just meant that you couldn’t have any fun. So I broke all the 
rules, even the one about riding with strange men. But it was my sister who paid 


we HARD HEAD MAKES A SOFT BEHIND!” That was Grandma Webster’s favorite saying, and one she was 
always tossing at me and my sister, Rosa. 

“What’s that mean?” I asked the first time I heard her say it. I was only eight years old at the time and a lot that 
my grandmother said in her dry, caustic manner was ’way over my head. 

“That means that people who don’t listen to good advice end up in a mess of trouble,” she told me. “You ought to 
know plenty about that. Every time you’re hard-headed, stubborn as a mule, your father takes a strap to your back- 
side. And the Lord does the same thing to sinners. Just remember that, child.” 

I remembered all right, because Grandma Webster’s word was law around the nouse. She was my father’s mother, 
and came to live with us when our mother died. Grandma was always passing out advice to other people and I re- 
membered every word. She had such an odd, sometimes funny way of putting things. 

But that didn’t mean I always followed her advice or did what she told me. When she (Continued on Page 62 ) 
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SALLIE BLAIR | 


Cweet, Gavaae ¢ 


AREFOOTED, RED-HEADED AND SAV- 

AGE on stage, sensational Sallie Blair, a 23- 
year-old bundle of energy and sinful suggestions 
who is as sweet and sedate as a Sunday school 
teacher in private life, has proved that any girl 
with guts, getup and a gimmick can become a 
$100,000-a-year night club star. 

“Any girl can do it,” she says, “but she has 
got to let herself go and give the paying customers 
what they want. It’s the men who pay in supper 
clubs. They’re entitled to get what they want for 
their money. You can’t be a prude in a night 
club. Night clubs aren’t prudish.” 

Far from being prim when she performs, Sal- 
lie sometimes sighs when she sings. Other times 
she purrs like a contented kitten or growls like 


a tigress at bay. Both the purr and the growl are 
spine tingling. And when she sighs, everybody 


sighs—except the wives. 

Singing to the men who pay the checks, Sallie 
gives an emotional impact to her songs that is 
seldom rivaled by any other female performer 
on the stage. She belts a lyric like Joyce Bryant, 
suggests wickedness like Eartha Kitt, talks with 
her body like Pearl Bailey talks with her hands, 
and adds to all this a frankly sensual savagery 
all her own that makes audiences feel she “might 
explode” before she finishes. 

High-priced, high-powered and inflammable, 
she is one of the hottest $2,000-a-week acts on 
the supper club circuit, and No. 1 contender for 
the role of Bess in the forthcoming movie Porgy 
And Bess. 


But success did not come to sweet and savage 
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Sweet Sallie sings of love for $2,000 a week 

On the supper club circuit. Now 23, she 
first sang in a club at age 15 for free 
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She's sweet when she sings Cry Ve 4 River. She’s savage 
when she does Old Black Magic. Most of all. she’s successful 


ing either. Nobody thought she would ever make it. Nobody but her 


8 Cuccescful - 


Sallie as easy as pie. Her early childhood suited 
her better for the junior choir than for the night 
club life she now leads. An incubator baby born 
April 27, 1934, in Baltimore, Md., she is the only 
child of Sara and Carlos Hutchins, who recall 
that she uttered her first melodic sounds when 
she was just two years old. 

As she developed into a normal, healthy girl 
answering to the unsophisticated name of Sara 
Bolling Mason Hutchins, the strikingly well-de- 
veloped young teen-ager became the best skater 
in her neighborhood. Other girls stood back to 
watch her dance and whenever she skated or 
danced she sang. 

But coming from a home where doting parents 
taught her all the social graces of a Maryland 
debutante, Sara Hutchins hardly seemed cut out 
for the long, hard climb up the ladder of show 
business success that she secretly harbored in her 
young mind. She loved to sing, but her untrained, 
uncultured teen-age voice was nothing to turn a 
talent scout’s head. 

Like hundreds of other stage-struck youngsters, 
her greatest asset was a burning desire to see her 
name in marquee lights. 

When she made her desire known to her 
mother, who comes from a highly respected vege- 
tarian First Family of the Monumental City, Mrs. 
Hutchins was shocked and horrified, for her par- 
ents had envisioned for their daughter a more 
conventional and conservative life, such as teach- 
ing kindergarten or getting married and rearing 
her own brood of babies. 

Sallie’s determination was stronger than her 


Savage Sallie twitches tigerish! 
tive gesture typical of her ner 


a style 


which endears her to 1 
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Posing for cheesecake photos, Sallie is pho- 
tographed by Sammy Davis Jr., who squired 
her about Chicago when both played there. 


Her mother let her sing in a 
night club to discourage her, 


but Sallie stole the show 





Alone tn her hotel suite, Sallie plays solitaire far from applause 
0} the crowd. Such moments of complete relaxation are rare, 
for interviews, photos, rehearsals soak up time. 
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Chatting with calypso singer Josephine 
Premice, Sallie wears one of fringe benefits 
of success such as hers—-a mink stole. 


parents’ discouragement, however, and 
one spring evening eight years ago, pa- 
trons did a double take when a little 15- 
year-old girl in pigtails and a pink dress 
walked into Gamby’s night club on Bal- 
timore’s Pennsylvania Avenue led by a 
mother who was certain that getting up 
before a critical crowd of cynical pub 
crawlers would scare the daylights and 
all of her stage ambitions out of her. 
“This is my daughter and she wants 


Crying with happiness, Sallie is comforted 
by television emcee Dennis James aft 
winning $1,000 on Chance Of A Lifetim: 


to sing,” the mother told the proprieto 
who was her husband’s friend. “Let her 
get up there and get this silly thing out 
of her system.” 

It was a rainy night and business was 
not hooming; so the club owner agreed 

But an hour later, the applause stil 
ringing in her ears, Sallie walked out 
into the fresh, rain-washed air of th 
glistening, neon-lit street, arm-in-arn 
with a mother who was as surprised as 


Facing her audience, Sallie dances barefoot to the delight of nigh! 
club patrons. Completely uninhibited onstage, she tosses head wit! 
abandon, growls incessantly, like a tigress in search of prey. 
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hanging her usual tactics, Sallie sings a 
reamy ballad. Cry Me A River launched 


r to stardom on nation-wide TV show. 


er child was happy. While not sensa- 
onal. little Sallie had sniffed the first 
-weet smell of success. 

That summer, when her class gradu- 
ted from the Frederick Douglass High 
‘chool, Sara Hutchins received her di- 
oma by mail addressed to Sallie Blair. 
the stage name she had adopted for her 
first unimpressive night club engage- 
ent. 

Most prog- (Continued on Page 65 ) 


king over a drumstick, Sallie Joins her 
‘iclans in the pounding out of an Afro- 
van rhythm. She also plays bongo drums. 








Stunned by fan mail, Sallie reads a 15-foot letter sent her by an admirer. Other tokens 
of esteem include the dedication of the Sallie Blair Lounge, a listening and drinking 
room, at Concord Hotel in Catskill Mountains, where she scored triumphant success. 
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WAS SIXTEEN years old and I loved 
music. But I hated rock ’n’ roll and 
body who had anything to do with 
1 cheap, lowdown music. I had stud- 
| piano ever since I was eight, and I 


going to be a concert pianist. 
ofessor Elkins, who taught at the 
school, was my private teacher. 
1 have a daughter who is blessed 
talent, Mr. Williams,” he’d tell my 
“Someday Vanaida will be as 
us as Marian Anderson or Dorothy 
H or.” 

his was exactly what my father 
ed, and he saw to it that I practiced 
arly and made me spend my spare 

e listening to classical music and 
ling good books. I worked hard, but 
in’t mind. All I wanted was to live 
to my father’s expectations, and a 
| of praise from him was the only 

yard I wanted. 

hought the world of my father and 

kes and dislikes became mine. Dad 
anted to be a serious musician but 

» give up his ambition when he got 
ed. 
vhen I came along, he transferred 

s hopes and dreams to me. 

Things were perfect until 1 met and 
» love with one of the top record- 
ars, whose name you'd recognize 
away. [ll call him Jimmy Norris 

use wherever he is today and who- 
’s with, I don’t want to cause him 
ouble. 

see, in spite of all that happened, 
eart still belongs to Jimmy. 

net Jimmy Morris at the home of 
sor Elkins one afternoon when I 
here for my lesson. I went in with- 
xcking because I knew that some- 
Professor Elkins had to stay late 
ol. In that case, I'd go into his 
and practice until he came. 
this day, I set my school books on 
ble in the hall and started into the 

Just then, I heard the awfulest 

oming from the piano. A mo- 
ter | heard someone singing. His 
asn’t bad, but the song was ter- 
it sounded just like one of the 
hows that Dad never let me listen 


shed open the door, then stopped 
here at the piano was a good- 
young man with the most daz- 
ile I'd ever seen. He couldn’t 
en more than eighteen, but there 
xddly mature look about him. 
r was slicked back, except for a 






I was a girl of sixteen when I met him, but I was a woma 


after that. 


making the first blossom of true love bloom within me 


even if I did have to be hurt a little in the process 


curly top-knot that drooped down over 
one eye. 

It looked funny to me because all the 
boys at school wore crew cuts. The 
stranger stopped in the middle of his 
ridiculous song, his mouth open, when 
he saw me. “Hi, baby,” he grinned. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean 
to interrupt you. I thought Professor 
Elkins was in here.” 

“Nope. Googy phoned to say he’d be 
on the scene a little late.” 


And wherever he is today, I thank Jimmy fe 


I looked blank. “Googy?” 

He grinned. “Yeah, that’s what me 
and the boys call Elkins—Googy. He 
gets a charge out of that.” 

I had trouble following his conver- 
sation, it was so full of strange words 
and phrases. “Are you a student of Pro- 
fessor Elkins?” I asked after a moment. 

He burst out laughing. “That’s a hot 
one! Me a student? Baby, I’m Jimmy 
Norris,” he told me. 

I just stared at him. 
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“Jimmy Norris,” he repeated, frown- 
ing a little. “You know, the ‘Jet Bomb- 
ers’,” 

I shook my head. “I’m afraid I don’t 
recall the name.” 

“Are you for real?” he asked incredu- 
lously. “We've got the hottest platter on 
the turntables, Teen-ager’s Dream.” 

Finally I understood. “Oh, a roll-and- 
tock phonograph record,” I said. 

“You mean rock ’n’ roll,” he corrected 
me, “and don’t knock it, baby.” He stud- 


mae the ‘witty Profes- 


EO MARE ee pa” ody ry 


ied me carefully, then nodded his head 
appreciatively. “I used to think this town 
was nowhere, but if they’ve got chicks 
like you around—” He whistled softly. 

Embarrassed, I turned to go. “I think 
Pll wait for Professor Elkins out on the 
porch,” I said. 

Jimmy got up from the piano. “Stick 
around. Like I said, I’m Jimmy Norris. 
Who’re you?” 

“My name is Vanaida Williams, and 
I think I’d better go, Mr. Norris.” 


bid it on the line » 
gry. if wastrue. ~~ 


ba 


He laughed. “Make that Jimmy. That’s 
what all my fans call me.” His eyes 
twinkled with proud egotism. 

I went out to the porch and he fol- 
lowed. “I’m sorry, but I’m not one of 
your fans,” I said, slightly irritated by 


his cock-sure attitude. But at the same 
time, I was irresistibly drawn to this 
young stranger, and this also upset me 

somewhat. 
“You’d better wake up and live,” Jim- 
(Continued on Page 53 ) 
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my said. 








Enchanted by his presence and th. 
moon and the stars and strange long. 
ings, | walked the streets of ecstas, 





HERE WAS NO GETTING 


WAY FROM IT. I HAD 
FACE AND FIGURE 

} PASSION FOR LIFE 
AT WAS CERTAIN TO 


LEAD ME WRONG 


I MUST have been a beautiful baby. 

People used to talk about me so 
much. Up until I was in my mid-teens, 
Mother and Daddy used to brag about 
me all the time. 

When I was just a little girl, hardly 
old enough to know the difference be- 
tween male and female, an uncle of mine 
told Mother, “Jeanne is going to break 
many a man’s heart when she grows 
up. She’s going to be a regular home- 
wrecker.” 

That was supposed to be a compli- 
ment. Uncle Jim was right-handed. But 
he threw this one southpaw. 

A few years later, Mother had her own 
version. “Jeanne,” she’d say, “you were 
born for trouble. Mark my words: if 
you don’t stop switching those hips 
around in the face of every man you see, 
you're headed for trouble, bad trouble.” 

“Oh, Mother,” I’d say in disgust, “I 
can’t help the way I walk.” 

“That’s right, Bess,” Dad would say, 
taking up for me, “leave the girl alone. 
After all, God made her the way she is.” 

“Well, then,” Mother would retort, 
“God sure better watch over her, be- 
cause she’s going to need somebody’s 
help.” 

My folk weren’t too well educated or 
really high class. Dad was a World War 
I veteran who had purchased our little 
farm in Virginia, about 80 miles from 
Washington, with his bonus. How he 
ever managed to make a living on the 
farm was something of a mystery to me 
as I grew older, for he was a man with 
big-city ideas. He was a man, too, who 
attended church regularly but wasn’t 
above touching the bottle and playing 
around. He liked having a shapely 
daughter boys whistled at and men talked 
about. 

Mom was a high school graduate who 
always had worked hard. In her youth, 
she had been a pretty woman, tall, tan, 
nice figure, soft black hair. But her mar- 
riage to Dad hadn’t been especially hap- 
py. She was devoutly religious, and too 


forgiving. She was the one who had 
badgered him into buying the farm so 
we'd “have some place to call our own.” 
By constantly pricking his conscience, 
kept him as much in line as was human- 
ly possible. 

I was an only child, possessing her 
good looks but with a shade darker skin 
and a fuller figure. I really couldn’t help 
that funny little wiggle in the hips when 
I walked. I had tried. But there was 
something about the way I was built. 

When it came to appraising my future, 
Mother was as right as rain. I was born 
for trouble. And I guess the way it was, 
what I was born for, I couldn’t escape. . . 

I led a pretty simple, hum-drum life 
my first fourteen years. I rode a bus to 
the county school, where I was a “B” 
student and as popular as the restrictions 
Mother imposed on me would let me be. 
I went to church most Sundays, and the 
year I turned fourteen I began singing 
in the choir. I had learned to cook when 
I was twelve. At the same time, Mother 
taught me to sew, for two reasons: she 
wanted me to begin making some of my 
own clothes to help cut down expenses, 
and it was her ambition for me to be- 
come a seamstress. She thought that was 
an honorable occupation that paid well. 
She wasn’t entirely wrong about me 
either. I quickly developed a flair for 
designing. My girl friends envied the 
dresses I made for myself. 

In addition to singing, I took music 
lessons at school, learning to play the 
piano quite well. Secretly, I learned to 
dance. I enjoyed poetry and art, and I 
always was the inquisitive sort. 

I liked adventure and learning about 
new things. 

That’s really what got me into bad 
trouble. 

The summer I was fifteen, an older 
boy-from Washington came down to visit 
the family who lived on the neighboring 
farm. He had been something of a prob- 
lem child, although I didn’t know it at 
the time, and his folk had sent him to 











untry, hoping that a change of 
would change his ways. 

[ should meet this boy, Jack 
was inevitable. That I should be- 
ken with him was also inevitable, 
was an altogether different type 
e farm boys I had known all my 


in old story. But Jack really was 
ooking. At least, to me he was. 

the dandiest, sharpest-dressing 
I never saw him 
He wore his hair pressed. His ac- 
s all big-city, and the things he 
| about were oh, so exciting. 


Washington, he had attended 


had ever seen. 


regularly. He could dance di- 
He could play cards and drums. 








































I lived to be with Jack in 


the warm summer eve- 


nings, alone with the music 


of the birds and crickets 


He smoked. He drank. He had been to 
New York and Philadelphia and Atlantic 
City. He had hitch-hiked rides from city 
to city. Once he had won $300 gambling. 
He bought a car with the money, but 
wrecked it while coming from a party 
one night at which he had “a little too 
much to drink,” as he described it. 

He was fascinating. 

And he liked me. 

I first met Jack at our church one 
Sunday when he was introduced along 
with several other visitors by our pastor. 
On the following Monday, he meandered 
over to our place to see me “and meet 
the folks.” As right as Mother had been, 
as much as she had known, she didn’t 
know enough to tell me that Jack Davis’ 





middle name was Trouble, spelled with 
a Capital “T.” 

This boy just swept me off my feg 
drove me wild. He was an educatiq 
that satisfied an inquisitive soul. And h. 
was an agent of the Devil. 

Jack knew how to make friends quick. 
ly. He soon caught on to Dad, and his 
flattery disarmed Mother. Soon he wa 
shooting crap with Dad up in the hay. 
loft, helping Mother make ice crean 
with our hand-crank freezing machine 
and taking me for long walks in th 
moonlight. 

A small creek ran through our place 
and the adjoining farm. We found a leaf. 
matted hideaway in a curve of the creck 
and that became our meeting place. |t 
got so that I lived to be with Jack in the 
warm summer afternoons and evening 
in this romantic rendezvous, where the 
star-filled sky was our canopy and music 
was by the birds and crickets. 

For a girl with an artistic bent like 
mine, this was just too much! That and 
Jack, too. 

I thought I was a fairy tale character 
come to life. 

“Do you know something?” Jack 
asked one night. 

“No. What?” 

“When my parents sent me down here, 
I thought it would be a drag. I wouldn't 
have come anyway, except that they 
promised to supply me with spending 
money and have my jalopy fixed—if | 
was a good boy. But since I’ve met you, 
I’ve decided that I like it here. I really 
do.” 

“I’m glad, Jack. My summer would 
have been awfully dull without you. Just 
think, I’ve lived around here all my life 
and I never knew about this place until 
you came. How did you find it?” 

“Oh, exploring,” Jack said, smiling. 
“I was exploring the place one day, 
searching for a place you’d like, where 
we could have some privacy. First time 
I spotted this place, I knew I had found 
what I was looking for.” 

“It’s heavenly.” 

“When you’re here with me, it is, 
Jack said. “That’s because you're at 
angel.” He paused a moment, then he 
said: “Will you tell me the truth if I ask 
you a question?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Have you ever been in love?” 
That was an easy question. 
“Not before you came,” I said. 
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“You mean,” Jack asked, “that with 
all these boys around, you never fell in 


love?” 
“It’s the truth, Jack. So help me. I’ve 
had a few dates. I’ve gone to movies, 


gone riding in fellow’s cars. But I’ve 
never been kissed.” 

Jack looked at me with unbelieving 
eyes. 

“Aw, quit kidding me,” he said. 

“Honest,” I said. 

“You’ve never—well, never had sex 
with a boy?” 

“No!” 

My reply startled him for a moment. 

“Now—now,” he said. “Don’t kill me. 
| just asked. Sex does exist, you know.” 

“So I’ve heard,” I said, trying to be 
cold, but all the while I was beginning 
to feel curious. “How about you? Have 
yu... ah,haveyou... ?” 

“Do you want the truth?” Jack asked. 

“Sure,” I said. “I told you the truth.” 

“It’s hard to believe,” Jack said. “A 
girl like you—” 

“What about me?” 

“Oh, nothing, nothing at all,” Jack 
said hurriedly. “I think you’re swell. 
You’re beautiful. Wonderful.” 

“Well?” 

“What I mean, Jeannie, is this: you’re 
stacked so—I mean you’ve got so much 
sex appeal. I would have thought—” 

I laughed then. Jack was getting em- 
barrassed. 

“I know what you would have 
thought,” I said, “but it isn’t true. What 
about you? You didn’t tell me whether 

Jack turned away from me for a min- 
ute, plucking at leaves of grass. 

“Well,” he said, finally, “this is truth 
night: yes, I’ve had sex. I had my first 
aflair when I was 14. That was four 
years ago.” 

“What was it like?” I asked, the in- 
quisitive side of me coming straight out 
now. “Did you like it?” 

Jack was quiet for a moment. He 
slipped up closer to me, put an arm 
around my back, pulled me to him, tight. 

“It isn’t something you can explain 
with words,” he said. 


ROM THAT NIGHT ON, I was hell- 
bent. I felt it the minute I left Jack 
and the romantic illusion was destroyed. 
I felt that I had given away something I 
could never regain. For some strange 
teason, I felt like a set-up, like a sucker. 


I felt that Jack was the winner and I was 
the loser. That night I twisted and 
turned and cried myself to sleep. 

All the next day, and the next, I car- 
ried a heavy guilt complex. I was almost 
sick. But when Mother asked what was 
wrong, I tried to be casual as I said, 
“Nothing.” 

The third day Jack came over and in- 
vited me to go back to our place. I said 
I had a job to do for Mother. He came 
a day later, and I made up another ex- 
cuse. The third time he came over, I had 
no more excuses; I went with him. 

And there, enchanted by his presence 
and the moon and the stars and the birds 
and the crickets and the trickling stream 
and some strange longing, aching, desire 
within me, I walked the streets of Ec- 
stasy again. 

I didn’t carry guilt very long this time. 
Truth is, I was eager to go the next time 
Jack invited me to our place. Not even 
on Sunday, at church, did I stop to think 
that I had sinned. 

I didn’t stop to think about anything 
—until I discovered that I was pregnant. 

I made the discovery two weeks before 
school was to open and Jack was sched- 
uled to return to Washington. 

I was scared only a few minutes after 
it dawned on me why I had been nau- 
seated mornings, what strange things 
were happening to me. Then I was hap- 
py- I was stupid with happiness. This 
meant that I could marry Jack and es- 
cape the dull, hum-drum life of the coun- 
try forever. In my mind, I sailed away 
to the most wondrous places, to the great- 
est thrills, to a place called Pleasureland 
Forever. 

I was so anxious to tell Jack that I 
went over to the house where he was 
staying and took him for a walk to our 
rendezvous. There, with all the silly in- 
nocence of an adolescent, I broke the 
news to him. 

I was disappointed by his reaction. 

“So,” Jack said, unsmilingly, “you 
aren’t the goody-goody little farm girl 
after all.” 

“T—I don’t know what you mean,” I 
said, bewildered. 

“Oh, you don’t, don’t you?” 

“No, Jack. Honest. I thought you’d 
be happy—” 

“Happy? How could you think such a 
fool thing, Jeannie? I’m eighteen. You’re 
what, sixteen, now? What would we do 
with a baby?” 


“Get married. We're old enough to 
get married. And we love each other—” 

Jack almost sneered at me. 

“So that’s the way you figure it. I’m 
to be your little old ticket out of the farm 
country, huh? Well, Baby, you’ve got 
another think coming.” 

“But Jack—” 

“But nothing. I’m leaving! 

The next morning, he went back to 
Washington. 


” 


A™= SO there I was, 16 years old, go- 

ing to have a baby, feeling like the 
biggest fool that ever lived, scared of 
what would happen if Mother found out, 
hating the very ground that Jack walked 
on, but knowing that he was my only 
savior. 

He had to marry me. I had to get to 
Washington. But how? 

For days, I wrestled with my dilemma 
—and a dilemma it was, for I had to keep 
my condition a secret from my parents, 
try to act natural, and try to figure out 
a solution, all at the same time. It was 
quite a job for a mixed-up 16-year-old. 

Suddenly life had lost its glamour for 
me. All my life I had chased answers; 
now I had had enough. I wouldn’t even 
ask anybody the time of day if I could 
help it. 

When school opened for my junior 
year, I went through the motions of reg- 
istering, but I knew I wouldn’t finish out 
the year. I was only playing for time. 
Any other course of action would have 
made Mother suspicious. 

For weeks, I hoped that I would hear 
from Jack, that he would tell me to join 
him in Washington where we would be 
married, that he would say he was sorry 
for all the harsh things he had said to 
me that night in our rendezvous. 

But he never answered my letters. As 
far as he was concerned, it seemed, I was 
dead. Sometimes I thought, as the 
weight of my burden pressed in on me, 
I would have been better off dead. 

But I wasn’t the suicide type. There 
was too much resiliency in me. I was too 
healthy. 

And I was too imaginative. Finally I 
hit on a plan. I knew I couldn’t tell my 
mother about my condition without cre- 
ating all hell in the family. But Dad 
was another case; maybe I could shuck 
him. 

I tried to be clever. I laid my ground- 
work carefully. (Continued on Page 56) 
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Bound by a man-made rule 
too strong to break, I kept 
putting off the time when I 
could love a man the way a 


real woman should 


HE NEXT TIME you hear a joke 

about a frustrated “old maid school- 
teacher,” take a moment to consider 
whether it’s really as funny as it first 
sounds. Believe me, it’s no laughing 
matter. 

There are still a lot of places where 
school board rules require a woman 
teacher to remain unmarried in order to 
hold her job. This old-fashioned rule 
often results in teachers who may be in- 
tensely devoted to their profession, but 
lead loveless, frustrated lives. I know, 
because I am one of them. 

As far back as I can remember, being 
a schoolteacher was my one ambition. 
I used to sit my dolls in rows and pre- 
tend they were my pupils and I was at 
the head of a classroom. “What are you 
doing, Peggy?” visitors would some- 
times ask. “Playin’ school,” I’d answer 
without looking up. 

My mother would laugh. “I do de- 
clare, that child won’t have to go to 
teacher’s college when she grows up. She 
gets so much practice there'll be nothing 
left to teach her!” 

My parents encouraged my ambition. 
Even when my father got hurt on the job 
and was out of work for two years, I 
never lacked for the books I needed for 
classes nor for nice clothes to wear to 
school. Somehow, Dad and Mother 
scrimped and saved in order to make 
things easy for me. Often, they went 
without things they needed, and I vowed 
that someday I would repay them. 

“When you get to be a teacher, that 
will be our reward, honey,” Mother al- 
ways told me. “Why, who knows, you 
may even get to be principal. I guess 
that would make me so proud and hap- 
py I couldn’t stand it.” 

“My daughter’s going to amount to 
something,” my father would say proud- 
ly. “Yessir, that’s the way it’s going to 
be.” 

My parents’ determination made a 
deep impression on me at an early age, 
although my childhood was no different 
from any other kid’s. I went through the 
tomboy stage, then developed into a 
young lady more interested in her ap- 


pearance than in climbing trees and 
walking fences. I loved to read, but I 
found time to spend with boys and girls 
my age. 

I remember the first teen party I went 
to. It was an evening affair at the home 
of a friend, and I was wearing a new 
dress Mother had made for me. It was 
prettier than the store-bought dresses of 
the other girls and the boys hovered 
around me like a swarm of bees. 

Finally, Fred, a classmate of mine, 
pulled me away from the others. We 
danced over into a corner, then stopped 
to talk. Suddenly the lights in the room 
went out. I heard some of the girls 
squeal, then there was only the sound of 
the radio playing. I felt Fred’s arms go 
around me and then his lips pressed 
against my cheek. A strange, funny feel- 
ing stole through me and I didn’t know 
whether to return his kiss or push him 
away. 

Then the lights went on again and the 
fellows and girls who were paired off 
grinned sheepishly and began dancing. 
Zelda, the girl who was giving the party, 
was without a partner. She stood against 
the wall and began making catty remarks 
about the other girls. I knew she was 
stuck on Fred, so I deliberately danced 
closer to him whenever she looked our 
way. 

I could see her getting angrier and 
angrier. Finally, the next time Fred and 
I came close to her, she remarked, “I 
don’t see why people waste their time 
with other people who are going to be 
schoolteachers.” 

“What’s wrong with schoolteachers?” 
I demanded. 

“Oh, nothing,” she replied. “Only, 
any fellow who thinks he’s going to have 
fun with an old maid is sure going to 
be disappointed.” 

“A schoolteacher doesn’t have to be 
an old maid,” I said firmly. 

“Oh, no? Do you know of any who 
aren’t old maids?” 

I thought hard, and to my surprise I 
realized that all the women teachers at 
school were not married. My superior 
smile faded as Zelda said caustically, 
“All women teachers gotta be old maids. 
There’s a law that says they can’t get 
married. Any fool knows that!” 

I fought back the tears that welled up 
in my eyes. “Well, who’s talking about 
getting married, anyway?” I demanded. 
“I’m going to be a teacher and you can 
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t that in your pipe and smoke it 
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turned on my heel and rushed out- 


The kids called for me to come 
but | went home, almost running 


the way. Of course, I was nowhere 


ready to be thinking seriously of 
riage, but if what Zelda said was true 
nly family I could ever have would 
y pupils at school and my dolls at 


ter, | found out that Zelda knew 
t she was talking about. It seemed to 


something to me. I no longer went 


with the boys, but spent all my time 


lying. One day, when my mother 


sd the unhappy expression on my 
| told her what was wrong. 


Land’s sake, Peggy,” she laughed, 
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he time you’re ready to get married 
ld law will be long gone.” 
t mother was wrong. After I got my 
er’s certificate, the contract I signed 
clause that prohibited marriage. 
id-fashioned rule was still on the 
town. I didn’t mind, 
| loved my work and the pupils 


in our 


class became my only concern. 
was not bad as long as I was teach- 
the lower grades. Sure, I got to 
the youngsters well and I shared 
uccesses and failures, but after 
assed on to another grade there 
ways new children to occupy my 
Of. 
ever, when I moved up into the 
grades, I couldn’t help noticing 
idences of young love awakening 
boys and girls and then I began 
the emptiness in my own life. The 
> teen-agers paired off, the way 
‘ked at each other with a new 
shining in their eyes, made me 
y aware of my loneliness. 
ew myself into my work with even 
itensity. During the summers | 
dvanced courses and when a new 
hool was built, | was appointed 
girls. | was thirty years old by 
inmarried and had no prospect 
iance would ever enter my life. 
resigned to my fate. 


WHEN I thought I had reached 
oint where the pattern of my 
unchangeable, an incident oc- 

| that eventually was to turn every- 
psy-turvy. It all began with a 

e with a girl in the senior class. 
ting in my office when my stu- 
etary came in and announced, 


Suddenly I knew 


life wasn’t as simple as I 


had tried to make it. You couldn't 





judge another until you had felt 


the same passions 





“Helen Bell to see you, Miss Wilson.” 

“Send her in, please,” I said. 

Helen strolled in, an insolent look on 
her face, her shoulders set defiantly. She 
was eighteen, according to her school 
record I had before me, but she appeared 
much older than that. It wasn’t only that 
she had the full, ripe figure of a mature 
woman. Her face, with its sensuous lips 
and unblinking eyes, seemed to have a 
wisdom that surpassed her years. 

“You know why I sent for you, don’t 
you, Helen?” I asked, motioning for her 
to take the chair next to my desk. 

For an answer, she merely shrugged 
and glared at me. 

“You and a boy student were caught 
in an empty classroom in a—well, under 
very suspicious circumstances,” I said 
sternly. “What have you to say for your- 
self?” 

Again, Helen shrugged. “What’s there 
to say? You got the report right there. 
You'll believe that before you will my 
side of the story,” she told me. 

I glanced down at the typed pages. 
The whole incident was described in 
graphic detail—a boy and girl in a cor- 


ner of a vacant classroom, their secret 
love-making interrupted by a_ student 
I shuddered inwardly at 
the thought of the intimacies—the kisses, 
the embraces this girl had submitted to. 

“This is outrageous,” I declared in 
shocked tones. “What possible excuse 
could there be for such vulgar actions?” 

Helen’s lips curled contemptuously. 
“You wouldn’t understand,” she said. 

“Don’t get smart with me, young 
lady!” I slapped my palm down on the 
desk. “If that’s your attitude, there’s only 
one thing I can do—expel you from 
school.” 

“Oh, no! Please don’t do that, Miss 
Wilson,” she begged, her bravado gone 
all of a sudden. “We didn’t do anything 
wrong. Honest, we didn’t.” 

I snatched up the report and waved it 
in her face. “You call this nothing?” ! 
demanded angrily. 

“I don’t know what lie that sneaky 
little monitor told, but we didn’t do any- 
thing. A little heavy necking, maybe, 
but—” 

“I’m sorry,” I snapped, cutting off her 
explanation. “This is a serious infrac- 


monitor .. . 
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tion of rules and I must protect the other 
gudents. I have no choice but to send 
home.” 
Helen leapea to her feet, her eyes blaz- 
ing “I knew I'd be wasting my breath 
fying to explain to you,” she shouted. 











Him and I weren’t doing anything more 
han what every kid in this school does. 













fs natural for boys and girls to want 
i get together for a little smooching. 
‘Her voice became sneering. “But of 
surse, you wouldn’t know anything 
yt that. Not an old maid like you!” 
“How dare you talk to me like that!” 









: gasped. But Helen had grabbed up her 
hooks and run out the door. 


















HE NEXT DAY, Helen Bell left 

school. But the angry words she had 
hurled at me stayed with me. Old maid 
—was that how the students thought of 
me? I grew angry every time I thought 
about them snickering at me behind my 
back. But old maid or not, I knew it was 
wrong for a girl to let a boy kiss her, 
fondle her. I had never let a boy do that 
tome; no respectable girl would, I told 
myself. 

There was no doubt in my mind that | 
was right. Ever since I gave up hope of 
marriage for my career, I looked on my- 
self as superior to those girls I knew who 
settled down as mere housewives. 

It was more than the idea of giving up 
acareer for marriage; I somehow got 
the twisted notion that there was some- 
thing evil about a woman submitting to 
aman because of emotional and physical 
desires. 

Helen Bell had dared to imply that 
there was something wrong, something 
abnormal about my moral, self-righteous 
attitude. So to prove I was right, I re- 
fused to relent even after several teachers 
spoke to me in her behalf. 

Even when Miss Andrews, the assist- 
ant principal stopped into my office to 
discuss the case, I remained firm. Miss 
Andrews, a stout, matronly woman with 
grey hair, gazed at me for a moment, 
then rose and went to the window. She 
stood looking down into the yard at the 
shouting, laughing students. After a long 
silence, she said, “You have the strength 
of your convictions, Peggy. That’s good. 
need it when you take over my 
job.” 

“Take over your job?” I stared at her 
portly figure, but could not see her face 
lotell if she was making fun of me. “I— 
[don’t understand.” 


“We'll come to that in a moment,” 
Miss Andrews said brusquely. “Right 
now I’m talking about something else.” 
She pointed out the window. “Those kids 
out there—they’re flesh and blood hu- 
man beings, Peggy. Not paper dolls you 
can manipulate like puppets.” 

She turned to face me, her usually 
jovial face solemn. “Remember one 
thing, my dear,” she said. “Rules are 
necessary, but they should always be ad- 
ministered with lots of human compas- 
sion. What is it the Bible says? ‘Judge 
not, lest you be judged’.” 

“T’ll try to remember that, Miss An- 
drews,” I said, not really listening. I was 
anxious to hear what else she had to say. 
“Now, what was that about taking over 
your job?” 

She smiled and lowered herself into a 
chair. Then she told me she planned to 
retire in a year and that I was the logical 
person to replace her. Of course, I 
needed a few additional courses but ar- 
rangements had been made for me to go 
to school in New York for a year. 

“I took the liberty of doing that be- 
cause | felt sure you’d agree,” Miss An- 
drews said. 

“Oh, yes,” I said eagerly. “I don’t 
know how to thank you.” 

She reached out and patted my hand. 
“Just be good to my children,” she said 
with a smile. “Even the bad ones.” 


Y STAY in New York was the most 
exciting thing that had ever hap- 
pened to me. Not only was I thrilled by 
my first time in the big city, but I found 
the school work interesting. I had a room 
with an elderly couple and all my time 
was devoted to classes and studying. 
After about six months I had to look 
for another place to stay. The people 
I lived with were going away for vaca- 
tion, so I asked around at the school for 
a place I could share with one of the 
summer school students. I met a girl 
from out of town, who invited me to 
bunk with her. Her name was Claire, 
and she taught in a city about 500 miles 
from the town where I lived. 
“There'll be another girl in with us, 
Peggy,” Claire told me, “but don’t 
worry, she’s a member of the sorority, 


” 
° 


too 

We were putting away our things in 
the comfortable four-room apartment 
where we were to stay. I glanced up, 
puzzled. “Sorority? But I don’t belong 
to any sorority.” 


Claire threw back her head and 
laughed. She was tall and had a long, 
but pleasant-looking face that wrinkled 
with laughter whenever she was amused. 
“Oh, yes you do,” she said. “You and I 
—all of us belong to that small army of 
women teachers who are doomed to be- 
ing ‘bachelor girls’ for the rest of our 
lives.” 

“Oh,” I said lamely. 

“Don’t feel badly,” Claire said. 
“We’re all in the same fix. But at least 
we can relax and be normal human be- 
ings once a year.” She gave me a know- 
ing wink. “You’re the lucky one, Peggy. 
The rest of us have only the summer va- 
cation to find a man, but you’ve had al- 
most a whole year. Any luck so far?” 

I turned away, embarrassed. “Well, 
I’ve been pretty busy all these months.” 

“Well, don’t worry, kid,” Claire told 
me. “I’ve already ordered a case of 
Scotch and we’ve got a perfect set-up 
here. A real playhouse.” 

I liked Claire and found her to be a 
real friend, but there was something des- 
perate about her man-hunting. My other 
roommate was much like Claire and both 
of them were such women of the world 
that I felt like a school girl in compari- 
son. They seemed to see nothing wrong 
in behaving in a manner that | had al- 
ways considered immoral. 

But I didn’t try to interfere with their 
fun. Whatever they did was their own 
business, I told myself. I went my own 
way. My only diversion was after-class 
chats with John, one of the men in my 
class. We’d go to a coffee shop near the 
university and compare notes or talk 
about our work. John was a gym teach- 
er in New York and it was only after 
Claire had seen us together one day and 
mentioned it to me that I realized he was 
quite handsome. 

“You’ve been holding out on me, Peg- 
gy,” Claire said. “But I can’t say I blame 
you for keeping him to yourself with all 
these female wolves on the prowl.” 

“It’s nothing like that, Claire. John is 
just—well, just someone I can talk to. 
There’s nothing personal in it.” 

I firmly believed that. And I told my- 
self it was true when John suggested 
studying together over the weekend for a 
test we were having. I consented and in- 
vited him up to the apartment. I was 
relieved when Claire and Angie, the 
other girl, told me they’d be away for the 
weekend. They (Continued on Page 55) 
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Got Relief from Itching, Sting of 


SIMPLE 
RINGWORM 


‘*Itching on my hands and arms caused 
by simple ringworm made me miser- 
able. I tried many lotions and oint- 
ments before I read an ad for Black 
and White Ointment and decided to try 
it. It quickly relieved the itching, 
burning sting. I’m so grateful I want 
to tell others about Black and White 
Ointment.” 

Monica Betancourt 
Washington, D.C. 
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Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, eczema, simple 
ringworm. Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size is only 35¢, and you get 444 times 
as much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap 
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Amazing laxative works gently but thoroughly 
overnight to sweeten up your whole “insides”! 














When constipation sours your stomach, 
you feel logy, headachy, half-alive. Taken 
at bedtime, Black-Draught* relieves con- 
stipation first thing in morning. “Timed” 
to act ov ht—without harsh griping, 
without sudden urgency! Helps sweeten 
sour stomach at the same time. Then life 


looks sunny again! Made from Nature’s 
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now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too. 
When constipation sours your child's 
SHILOREN digestion and disposition, get Syrup of 
Black-Draught. They love its honey-sweet taste! 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I made the mistake of loaning a boy 
friend of mine $86, and now that we 
have parted he pretends that he never 
borrowed a penny from me. I am tert. 
bly worried because I need the money 
for my tuition to school, and if I don' 
have it, I will be unable to enroll. What 
in the name of heavens can I do? Fran. 
tically, 


Dear “Worried” : 

Your first problem is to get 
into school. Make a clean con- 
fession to your folks, and in 
the future beware of ever loan- 
ing money to boy friends. It 
just isn’t worth the worry that 
follows. 





Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

| am 28 years old and I have a very 
nice boy friend who, at the moment, is in 
trouble for two years and three month 
I have always loved him and he | 
asked me to wait for him. However, 
cently I have begun to feel lonely 
out male companionship. I even 
because it keeps me from worrying. | 
have been waiting for fourteen mont 
now and | don’t go out on dates be 
I feel that would be cheating on hi 
Should I continue to wait for him si 
we are engaged? He gives me everythi 
I ask for. 






















Miss H.S. 






Dear Miss H.S.D.: a 
If he is worth waiting for, 
then keep your bargain unless” 
you intend to break the en 
gagement. } 
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TAN Opinion Poll 
Reveals Facts 
About Readers 


3 lens PERSONAL OPINION POLL, 

started last August in an effort to help 
determine the kind of stories and fea. 
tures that the magazine’s readers like 
best, has offered interesting insight into 
the readers themselves. TAN’s editors 
thought you might be interested in some 
of the facts. 

On the basis of the August poll, which 
drew the highest number of replies, about 
91 per cent of TAN’s 600,000 readers 
are women, the majority of them house. 
wives and students. Other women read- 
ers include disc jockeys, telephone op- 
erators, clerks, domestic servants, nurses, 
governesses, beauticians, cashiers, secre- 
taries and teachers—one of which wrote 
to say that TAN was used in her social 
studies classes. 

Of the men who read the magazine, 
most of them are Gls. There are also a 
number of farmers, salesmen, bricklay- 
ers, painters, janitors and other males 
who read TAN. 

The average age of a TAN reader is 
22 years, but the largest number of read- 
ers is in the 17-year-old group. However, 
the Personal Opinion Poll drew replies 
from readers in their late sixties. 

TAN has readers in every state in the 
country, as well as in foreign countries. 

The surprising majority of TAN’s 
readers wanted more stories about enter- 
tainers in the magazine, although the 
best-liked stories were all of the true love 
story type. Marital and teen-age prob- 
lems also drew a high degree of interest. 

Although TAN has discontinued its 
opinion poll with this issue, results of 
prior months are still coming in. Here 
are October’s winners: 

First Prize: MRS. EARNIE LEE SHER- 
RILL, 1106 E. LINCOLN ST., LIN- 
COLNTON, N. C.; Second Prize: RICH- 
ARD PARKER, 3547 DELGANY, DEN- 
VER, COLO.; Third Prizes: FANNIE 
L. AMMONS, 3594 E. 144TH ST., 
CLEVELAND, OHIO; MRS. DELORES 
DAVIS, 1874 E. 81ST ST., CLEVE- 
LAND, OHIO; FRANKLIN GILMORE, 
1063 W. LIBERTY ST., CINCINNATI, 
OHIO; MRS. RUTH SELBY, 1927 
THORNTON AVE., GULFPORT, 
MISS.; LOUIS Y. SMALLS, 136 
WOODSIDE AVE., FREEPORT, N. Y. 
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alluring +* tantalizing 


Exciting to Give « 


love and thoughtfulness at Christmas time... 
ciate your selection of a Lucky Man Set... 
gift of a captivating Lucky Heart Gift because it’s the finest! 
Lucky Heart Fragrances and Toiletries, in holiday packages, 
make wonderful gifts! 


‘a =o 





Youll be loved 


for your gift of 





Exciting to Receive 
You'll want that “‘very special’’ gift to be remembered for your 


He’ll deeply appre- 
She’ll thrill to your 


| Francine Perfume 
MADE IN PARIS, FRANCE 


| Captivating Francine! The exclu- 
| sive, intimate perfume made only 
| in Paris, France ...she’ll be so 
| radiant ... so vivacious .. . so 
feminine in Francine! Make this 
Christmas the happiest of all. . . 
give her Francine Perfume! Half- 
ounce size $4.95 (Federal Tax Included). 





The perfect gift! A smartly 
styled, spill-proof flacon of 
glamorous Touch of Fire 
Perfume . . . a tempting 
fragrance to make every 
woman more desirable. In 
stunning presentation box. 
Only $2.20 (Fed. Tax Included). 





a dete han inn oa 


, o Th aeewe Pe Pee © Gite B50 0 Gee @ ote wet ® ace 


Sera 


) 





A wonderful 
personal gift 
. acomplete bath 
b set in the fresh Blue Mist 
hee. Luxurious French milled 

Blue Mist Soap for complexion and 
bezuty bath, Blue Mist Lotion for new skin beauty, 
and refreshingly cool Blue Mist Cologne that leaves 
such an exquisite lasting scent. One bar of soap, and 
two-ounce bottles each of Blue Mist Lotion and Cologne. 
$2.15 (Federal Tax Included). 
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Pucky Man Set 


Preferred by men «+ Admired by women 


Your man will be 
= lucky when he opens 
this thought- 

ful gift! Here 
is a trio of fine 
Lucky Heart 
Toiletries for 
men... Lucky 
Man Cream Hair 

Dress, crisp Lucky Man 
Deodorant, and fragrant, soothing 


Lucky Man Shaving Lotion. Two-ounce bottles of 
each in special Christmas box, $1.93 (Federal Tax Included). 





Lucky Heart Cosmetics are sold exclusively by 
neighborhood Lucky Heart Cosmetic Representa- 
tives who call at your home. If a Lucky Heart 
Representative doesn't call at your home regu- 
larly, you may order Lucky Heart Cosmetics 
direct by writing: 





COSMETICS 


DEPT. 2- M, 400 MULBERRY, MEMPHIS, TENNESSEE 


20 RP RC CBA 9 AS @ AED Tb Ae GP Ge 


39 











Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER ia 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


V nips waist V provides uplift 
\ slims silhouette—like nothing else can! 
by) 


set 


Picking an undérfashion isn’t enough anymore 
it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And — - 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim s: 
with remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
ust ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
raining. . no more cup pinching . . . no 
bulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 
season’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 
fi fitting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


yre than longline bra alone! 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 36-42 


WILCO FASHIONS CO, Dept. TFS16 
45 E. 17th St, N.Y. C. 
Yes! Please rush your Front-Zip —— at 5.95 
cup $s 

) enclose $5.95. You pay postage. O ond C.0.D 
| will pay postage. 





Style Ne. 795—EVENING ROMANCE. Shape-making 
siren to make you more beautiful. Lavish rayon 
taffeta enhancing your curves from deep decol- 
letage to dreamy dancing skirt, fashioned to new 
fullness with below-hip shirring and long sleeves. 
Exquisite lace medallions liven both neckline and 
skirt. So eye-catching in beige, slate biue, pink. 
Style Ne. 270—Same dress and fabric in cap sleeves 
in beige, powder blue, pink or aqua. 





SKYLARK ORIGINALS, Dept.71-11 Asbury Park, N. il 
[) PRaPano: yy * to cover ee and | 
o C0. Pay postman omount i plus C.0.D. and | 

handling fees, | 
| 
| 
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— CHEERFUL RED of poinsettia 

flowers or the blooming brilliance of 
a Christmas begonia will do wonders to. 
ward giving your home a special holiday 
air. Whether you buy them for yourself 
or as personal gifts, Christmas plants are 
attractive and decorative holiday orna- 
ments. 

Like everything else of beauty, special 
care is necessary for their survival. Gen. 
erally they are grown in greenhouses, 
which means that until now their life has 
been ideal with the provisions of proper 
light, high humidity, good ventilation 
and a steady temperature. To prolong 
their life in your home you will have to 
duplicate these conditions as far as pos 
sible. 

A few “don’t” are important. Don't 
keep plants near or on top of the radia- 
tor as the air is too hot and dry. Beware 
of open doorways, too, because of possi- 
ble drafts. Over-watering is as bad as 
under-watering, so regulate water care- 
fully. 

Since most plants require different 
care, here are a few pointers on how to 
prolong the life of your Christmas plant: 

The POINSETTIA is a tropical plant 
that needs warm, even temperature and 
good light. Give it plenty of sunshine 
away from drafts and radiator heat. 
Keep the soil moist but not soggy-wet. 
When plant loses all leaves, store in cool, 
dry basement. 

The CHRISTMAS BEGONIA needs 
from two to three hours of sunlight a 
day. Water well but don’t keep soil sog- 
gy- Plant likes warm humid tempers 
ture and can be kept in kitchens where 
electric range is in use. 

The GARDENIA needs a great deal 
of sunlight. If water is alkaline, leaves 
will yellow from lack of iron deficiency 
which can be cured with chelated iron, 
obtainable at seed stores. 

The KALANCHOE and CHRISTMAS 
CACTUS plants are treated the same, 
both requiring full sunlight and moder- 
ate watering. 

These are a few tips on how to care 
for the most popular Christmas plants. 
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HE MONTH of December 

ushers in the holiday sea- 
son with a gala rush of parties. 
Gracefully gowned and with 
the smooth manners of an Em- 
ily Post etiquette book, host- 
esses who preside over these 
festivities are masters of enter- 
taining in style. Heartwarming 
charm and genuine sincerity at 
having guests in the home is 
doubly emphasized when the 
hostess is smartly and appro- 
priately dressed. Gown shown 
above has empire bodice and 
long curved torso line at back. 
Gown is made from an Ad- 
vance Pattern, No. 8119,. in 
sizes 10 to 16. Price, 50¢. See 
Page 50 for TAN order blank. 








“After-Five” dress 
has long torso and 
deep flounce front 
and back of skirt. 
Pattern No. 7801; 
sizes 12-18; 50¢. 


Party “Separates” 
have scoop ne 
blouse, circle skirt 
Blouse No. 7768;- 
sizes 12-20 — 35.” 
Skirt No. 7729; 
waist, 23-30, 3%. 








The gay social whirl of the Christmas holidays is a fast 
season of entertaining that calls for clothes to make 

you look your best. To reign supreme at your party, as the 
yell dressed hostess should, it is important to look smart and 
sophisticated, and when one is handy with the sewing ma- 
chine, why not make two or three outfits for the holidays. 
Rich, shiny satins, soft, thick velvets or rustling, gay taffetas 
are popular fabrics to use when making party clothes. The 


after-five activities of today’s homemaker takes on sparkling 
new life with the selection of clothes that have the distinctive 
look of the French couturier fashions. Milady’s wardrobe 
definitely needs a lift during the flurry of holiday activities. 
The glitter of Christmas decorations is a fitting background 
for lovely frocks, worn with equally festive accessories. 
TAN’s patterns for holiday dresses are by Advance Pattern 
Company. An order blank appears on page 50. 


Formal “‘Sepa- 
rates” have fitted 
overblouse and 
long full skirt. 
Blouse No. 8001; 
sizes 10-18, 35¢. 
Skirt No. 8054; 
waist, 23-30, 35¢. 
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Toyland lips tor Santa 





Gaily decorated set of giant 
nested blocks, by National 
Games, stacks 4-feet. $4.98. 


Lionel Trains come in a variety of sizes 
with coaches, box cars and engines avail- 
able, as well as accessories, at all prices. 














“Tear Doll” by Belle, cries, drinks, wets. 
Doll-E playpen, $4.95; bed, $4.95; “Baby } “alle, 
Precious” doll, $5. Hi-Chair, $3.98. 
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C HRISTMAS IS AN EXCITING TIME for tiny tots, and next to stock- 
ings filled with goodies comes the delightful pleasure of new toys. 






This year’s collection of toys has something special for every age group. 
For mechanical-minded Juniors, an electric train will insure fascination 
long after the disappearance of Christmas tinsel. Little girls can choose 
dolls ranging from the cuddly type, to sophisticated ladies in high heels. 
Outer space rockets, or two-wheeled bikes will thrill others. TAN’s toys 
are by courtesy of the Toy Guidance Council. 





“Ride "Em Air Force” Jeep is $12.95; Gong Bell Roadmaster sidewalk bike with removable training wheels, 
lebra is $3.98; Napee Folding Stroller with re- converts to boys’ or girls’ bike by removing center bar. $29.95. 
movable canopy, $7.95; Terri Lee Doll, $15.95. Jr. DeLuxe Pedal “Trike” for small fry has rubber wheels. 





ae 





Falcon Doll Cradle, $5.95; Animals in front of Rocket Rider on steel rocking cradle is for adventurous space- 
cradle, $3-$4; “Daisy and Danny” dolls in cradle, bound kiddies. Rider has two levers—one to swing forward 
$298. Telephone Doll, $3.95. By Zadek-F eldstein. and backward, and one to ride from side to side. $14.95. 
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Chocolate Fruit Drops 


up butter with 1 cup sugar and 1 egg. Add 2 

elted chocolate, 34 cup buttermilk, and 1 tsp. 

Sift and stir in 134 cup flour, ¥% tsp. salt, 4% 

a. Add 1 cup each of chopped nuts, dates and 
herries. Bake in a 375° oven for 10 minutes. 


blTIS MAS 


CUDKIES 


[ERE’S SOMETHING extra special 


ut holiday cookies, and Christmas 
t be the same without them. Plan 
load Santa’s pack with gala gifts 
decorated goodies that will be 
under every Christmas tree 
Maine to California. Fill cookie 
overflowing and keep a plentiful 
on hand for holiday teas and 


kie baking can be a family project 
vorked on and enjoyed together. 
h member make his favorite kind, 
it be sponge drops, kisses or 
ries, and pool the results for a 
i assortment. 
kies are easy to make and lots of 
bake and decorate. Make them in 
ipes, sizes and flavors ranging from 


table butter crisps to old fashioned 


cut-outs. Try TAN’s cookie reci- 


for your holiday baking. 


Christmas Bells 


Cream % cup butter, 
cup sugar, 1 egg and I tsp. 
vanilla. Sift together 1 
cups flour, %4 tsp. soda and 
\% tsp. salt. Color 7% of 
dough. Form a roll and 
squeeze top half. Save %4 
cup white dough. Roll rest 
out and wrap around col- 
ored dough. Chill. Slice Ya" 
thick. Use ball of white 
dough for clapper. Bake 8- 
10 minutes in 375° oven. 


Christmas Stockings 


Cream I cup shortening, 4/2 
cup powdered sugar, 2 tsp. 
vanilla, Y tsp. almond fla- 
voring and \%4 tsp. red or 
green coloring. Blend in 
2% cups flour and \% tsp. 
salt. Chill 1 hour. Form 
into small oblong rolls and 
fill with nuts and cherry 
pieces. Place on baking 
sheet; turn end up for 
stocking foot. Bake 10 min- 
utes at 400°. Cool. Frost. 








HOLIDAY HAIR STYLES 


LEXIBLE HAIRDOS that can deftly be changed to suit the occa- 

‘ sion are very popular for the holiday season. Emphasis is on the 

> neat, very feminine coiffure which takes on a sparkling party look 

‘i, with the addition of hair accessories. The success of any hairdo de- 

"pends on the styling, texture of hair, shape of face and length of hair. 

§ Since individuality is the keynote of charm, a good hair stylist tries 

Mo create a hairdo that is becoming to his patron. TAN’s hair styles 

" were created at famous Rose Morgan’s Beauty Salon in New York. 
Long hair style by M. Raoul; short hair style by Marie Evans. 





Flexible short coiffure has deep crown waves. Cluster of pin 
curls in back were done with l-inch rollers, made of horse- 
hair and wire, to give soft, natural curls. 


Oriental Geisha girl hairdo 
features small, wispy bangs. 
Hair is parted in back and 
brought forward to form 
twisted puffs. Puffs are 
pinned loosely to cover ears. 


For variation of above 
theme, hair is smoothly 
brushed to one side, secured 
with tiny hairpins, and 
twisted into a large puff 
that is pinned close to ears. 


Hairdo has deep waved 
wings over both ears. Pro- 
vocative French twist is 
formed in back with extra 
long hair. For formal effect, 
bangs are pulled to the side. 


New look is achieved when 
hair is combed straight back 
from crown and sides and 
pinned in back for bustle 
effect. Bangs cover fore- 
head, wings cover ears. 
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Start High as $4,525.00 a Year 
Prepare NOW for Next Examinations 
Grade School Education Necessary 


City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 


and Carriers now get $3,660.00 the first year of 


mployment and automatically inerease $125.00 
$4,410.00. Cpen to Men—Women 18 and up. 
(arriers can be promoted to other postal po- 


ig as high as $8,943.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 


lostal Clerks get $3,880.00 the first year of 
mployment, being pald every two weeks, ($140.23 
avilay,) Their pay is automatically  tnereased 
>4,650.00. Advance may be had to General 
lent at $10,300.00. Men only 18, and up. 





3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


ay Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 
{ have 3 days off duty or in the same propor- 
ring this off duty their pay continues just as 
y were working. They travel on a pass when 
When they grow old, they are retired 


sion 


Many Other Positions 


her positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
yhers~-Typistsx—Patrol Inspectors--Meat  Inspee- 
Those wishing these positions should qualify 


Get Free List of Positions 


the following coupon. Tear it off and mall 
NOW at once 
gh the Institute is not government § controlled, 
result in your getting a big pald government 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. P-6), Rochester 4, N. Y. 
t me, without charge, copy of 3f-page book de- 
salaries, hours, work, etc.. and list of many 

Civil Service big pay jobs. Tell me about my 
Preference and how to prepare for one of these 


Age 


This Coupon Befere You Mislay it. Write or Print 
Plainty. 








“If Women Who 
Crave 


LONGER 
HAIR 


__Only Knew 


sed sheep oils help prevent dissolving the nat- 

t or drying out the vital oils in hair, which 

auses stiffness and brittle hair that breaks eas- 
becomes THINNER. By protecting your hair, 

help it to grow more naturally, more luxuri- 
with healthy firmness, elasticity and lustre. 

1 for full 1 oz. sample jar of famous LAN-O- 
PRESS, and FREE Doctor's Advice Booklet. Enclose 
3Octo cover cost of shipping and handling to 





GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc., Dept.Y-12, 


head Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y 
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Your Child and Asiatie Flu 


Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


F ginny FLU, which began in the 

Far East last spring, may be a real 
danger to your child this winter. Al- 
ready claiming victims in all 48 states, 
this new flu may strike between 13 and 
26 million Americans before the winter 
is over, according to the U. S. Public 
Health Service. How safe is your child 
and what can you do to protect yourself 
and family against this new potential 
killer? 

Normally, having “a touch of the flu” 
doesn’t mean much, especially during the 
cold months. But influenza is a tricky 
disease caused by a virus so small that 
only a powerful microscope can spot it. 
Often the flu virus may change its char- 
acteristics overnight to become more 
powerful. The new Asiatic flu, so named 
because it was first reported in Hong 
Kong, China, is an example of such a 
virus. Also known as Asia, Oriental or 
Far East flu, it is caused by Type-A in- 
fluenza virus, one of four known types. 
Although most people have been exposed 
to one or more of the various flu types 
and developed a resistance toward them, 
this is still no protection against Asiatic 
flu. 

“But doctor,” the mother of one of my 
young flu patients asked, “how can I tell 
the difference between Asiatic flu and 
the more common varieties?” 

Asiatic flu, like all influenza types, 
cannot be diagnosed simply by a doctor’s 
clinical examination. Blood tests and 
throat washing samples are taken to dis- 
cover if the patient really has had an at- 
tack of Asiatic flu. But only skilled lab- 
oratory methods can isolate and identify 
the flu virus. Often these tests show 
whether or not the virus was present in 
the patient but it does not prove that he 
actually had the flu. Instead, it may only 
show that the patient was a carrier of the 
virus. And, as in the case of other virus 
diseases, it is possible to have all the flu 
symptoms without actually coming down 
with it. 

Remembering the flu epidemic of 1918 


when a half million died in the United 
States alone, health authorities speeded 
up production of Asiatic flu vaccine, the 
only known method of controlling the 
disease. This vaccine is made by grow. 
ing the flu virus in chick embryos and 
then killing and treating it. When the 
dead viruses are injected into humans, 
the system develops antibodies to fight 
off the live viruses. However, persons 
who are allergic to eggs should not take 
the vaccine. Many doctors throughout 
the nation have already reported that the 
reaction to the vaccine is, in some cases, 
far worse than the flu itself. 

Also, there is still not enough flu vac- 
cine available for mass inoculation. But 
when it does become available to your 
doctor, by all means consult him about 
it. Unfortunately, there is still no pro- 
tection against the complications of in- 
fluenza — such as pneumonia — which 
often produce the greatest number of 
deaths. Usually from one to three days 
after exposure to the flu, your child may 
come down with the disease. The fever 
lasts from one to five days, followed by 
a period of mental depression and gen- 
eral physical weakness. During this time, 
the various complications may set in. 


WHAT TO WATCH FOR: The 
symptoms of Asiatic flu are often the 
same as the common cold. Call the doc- 
tor if your child complains of a “tired 
feeling” followed by chills, pains in the 
head, a general feeling of weakness and 
often, nausea with temperatures ranging 
up to 103 or more. There may also be 
such additional symptoms as sneezing, 
hoarseness and a cough present. 


HOW TO PROTECT YOUR 
CHILD: Don’t let him overeat or be 
come overtired. He needs enough sleep 
and nutritional, body-building food daily 
to help his system ward off diseases. 
Keep a close check on his hygiene, em- 
phasizing clean hands at mealtime. Also, 
avoid overheated rooms and _ large 
crowds in congested areas. 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 
— IS a delightful holiday 


that will have much more meaning 
if you share the joys of prosperity and 
happiness with others. Here’s an idea to 
latch onto: Why not play Santa to a 
needy family in your neighborhood? 
Ask several friends to help and set up 
your own private charity drive. 

One of the best ways to fill Christmas 
boxes is by door-to-door collecting and 
personal donations. Most of the work 
will have to be done after school or on 
off days, however you'll be amazed at 
the generous response of neighbors and 
local merchants, and the delight of your 
parents. 

As you go about the job of making 
others happy, the holidays will take on 
brighter significance. Don’t be surprised 
if part of this happiness rubs off on 
others and you find yourself with enough 
food and clothing to supply several fam- 
ilies. 

To select the right family, confer with 
friends, and make certain you don’t over- 
lap the services of other charity groups. 
Possibly your minister will recommend 
afamily that needs assistance. 

If you select a family with small chil- 
dren, include an assortment of toys and 
books. Broken toys, if not too badly 
damaged, can be mended and repainted. 

Start collecting early and give your 
donors a chance to assemble an assort- 
ment of articles. In some cases you'll 
have to return for a pick-up. Remember 
that no contribution is too small. 

For containers, select several large 
cardboard boxes. Line with white crepe 
paper inside and out, and decorate with 
an attractive red bow. Use one for food, 
the other for clothing, toys and books. 

Many people will give you money. If 
you have enough, buy a turkey or ham. 
If not, use it for extra special gifts or 
for food supplements. Deliver your boxes 
4 a surprise to the family a day before 
Christmas. Check to make sure you have 
an adequate supply of food, that the 
clothing is clean, and all toys are care- 
fully mended. Enclose a Christmas card 
signed by each member of your group. 








“| can’t buy blind with a family this size... 





...80 to be satisfied most... °°5333% 


| always get Brands that have 
made a Name for themselves” 


a it’s 10 heads or 2 to feed, clothe, shelter, transport or 
whatever ... make every dollar buy you satisfaction—buy brands of 





quality. To help you do that, advertisers in this magazine are good 
names to know. They’re proud of their brands—’cause they satisfy so. 
FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 

I, BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 


wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 


2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend éficiently on proved value. Brand Names 


save time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, etc. 


3, ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections. 


Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4, GET THE “LATEST! Spend smartly on up-to-date products. 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 





BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 rrti AVE. - NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 
49 
































ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 


—or send in the following coupon: 





TAN MAGAZINE 


HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 


1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 


CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 


















































ENCLOSED IS.............. CENTS 
PLEASE SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATED: 
"819 7801 7768 
SIZE _ SIZE ae SIZE _ 
[7729  |[{ 709 | 8001 
SIZE _— SIZE an SIZE ‘ee 
| 8054 
Si AN. 
NAME (Please Print) 
STREET 
eek ZONE STATE 





A VS 


Foo One 
Woman To 
Another... 





You can't beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 


to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 


modern living. 


Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 


signed just for you. 


And it’s there every month in TAN. 
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[% DETROIT, 37-year-old Emanuel Holley was hauled into court on a non-support 

charge filed by his wife, Lula, ruefully told the judge: “I married this woman in 
Alabama with my eyes closed. They are now opened in Michigan. We were married 
by a preacher whom I don’t believe was a minister, because our marriage has had 


everything else except a blessing.” 
* * = 


In Kansas City, Mo., seedy-looking Major Williams, 31, admitted taking $149.65 
in three holdups to buy a decent suit of clothes to rob a bank. Said he: “If I went 
into a bank looking like this, they’d suspect me right away.” 


* © * 


In New York, Mrs. Gaviona Folk married her stepfather’s youngest son by a 
previous marriage, thereby becoming her mother’s stepdaughter-in-law, her step 
father’s daughter-in-law, and her husband’s stepsister. 


* * * 


In Charlotte, N. C., white segregationist A. W. Chandler of Augusta, Ga., arrived 
at the courthouse to deliver an anti-Negro speech, found a ready and willing audi- 


| ence—his sister and his mother. 


* * * 


In Dunn, N. C., Mrs. Annie Bass spotted her husband, Monroe, driving on the 
open highway with another woman, promptly rammed her own car into the back 
of their auto at a speed of 70 miles per hour, sending all three to a hospital. 


* * + 


In Fort Worth, Texas, Mrs. David E. Crears, a hospital maternity ward nurse's 
aide, decided to throw some business her own way, was admitted as a patient at the 
hospital and gave birth to triplets. 


* * * 


In Kansas City, Mo., James Smith arrived from Omaha with a sackful of mari 
juana, made one sale and went off to prison for five years. Reason: his first cus 


_ tomer was a Federal Narcotics Bureau agent. 





* * * 


In Brooklyn, Mrs. Melvin Folk, 47, gave birth to her 25th child, explained simply: 
“It’s just a habit, I guess.” 

In Dayton, Ohio, an excited woman called police to report an accident, snapped 
in exasperation when they asked her where it happened: “I haven’t time to talk about 
it now. I'll tell you when you get there,” then hung up. 


a * = 
In Detroit, 25-year-old Willie Purdue couldn’t remember staggering drunkenly 


into a church, but told a judge: “I do remember hearing them singing, Whosoever 
Will, Let Him Come. 
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Git 
) WRAPPING 
IDEAS 


; HRISTMAS is here, and it’s 

time to decorate the house, 
trim the tree and wrap pack- 
ages. It looks like fairyland 





Pport when the job is done, and any 
=" homemaker can wave the magic 
ried wand and come up with new 
had decorating and trimming ideas 
that will make the tree and gifts 
the talk of the neighborhood. In 
49.65 keeping with modern trends, 
went why not try something new and 
decorate the tree with glittering 
bows of “Sasheen” ribbon, gay 
Christmas cards and bits of the 
by a ribbon twisted into clever knots 
step with the use of Scotch tape. 
Even Santa will be pleased. For 
new ideas and suggestions to 
put color and glamour into your 
‘ived Christmas gift wrapping and 
iudi- tree trimming. see directions on 
this page. Christmas morning will be very special when the family sees this tree and 
array of gifts, beautifully decorated with bows and glitter. Ricky Gambol 
the proudly shows his mother the fruits of his efforts—a ribbon Christmas tree. 
back 
Form designs on top of 
packages with gift wrap 
rse’s tape—sticky side out. Then 
- the sprinkle with glitter. 
Colorful glitter placed in 
ari- ordinary salt shaker can be 
cus sprinkled on sticky side of 


tape for colorful effect. 


Gay paper and Scotch tape 
in red or green, works 
miracles and can be made 


into many unusual designs. 


Bow is made by cutting dia- 

mond notches in “Sasheen” 

ribbon, backed with tape, 
sprinkled with glitter. 
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so soft, shining... 
so naturally beautiful 


ew Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
too-curly hair look longer in 
days! Contains extra-rich 

to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Aid gives hair a_ protective 
against dampness . helps 
hair straighter, smoother! New 
K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
kills certain scalp bacteria... 
hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
Y $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 
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TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 





LONG-AID WHITE 
PRESSING COM- 
POUND — rich in 
lanolin and olive 
oil! Protects hair 
from dryness, burn- 
ing. Preserves press 
longer! Contains no 
stiff oils 

ONLY 60c plus tax. 


CREAM 


LONG-AID BLEACH 
AND GLOW—wakes 
up dark, dull com- 
plexion! Conceals 
ugly blotches, blem- 
ishes while it 
bleaches. Guaran- 
tees lovelier, light- 
er skin. 

ONLY 75¢c plus tax 


LONG-AID HOT OIL 


_ TREATMENT—feeds 
? dry, oil-starvedscalp 


and hair with na 
ture-rich lanolin. 
Helps restore life, 
natural beauty. Use 
hot or cold 


ONLY 60c plus tax 





LONG-AID SUL- 
PHUR—for abused 
burned, itching 
scalp! Relieves scalp 
eczema, dandruff 
Gives hair new 
strength, elasticity 
Makes scalp feel 
healthy, alive! 

ONLY $1.00. 








LONG-AID FLOW- 
ING HOT OlL—en- 
riched with Vitamin 
A and lanolin for 
glossier, healthier 
hair . . . condi- 
tioned from roots 
up. Protects against 
dryness. ONLY 
$1.00 plus tax. 








LONG-AID DAN.- 
DRUFF REMOVER 
SHAMPOO—washes 
away dandruff! 
Lanolin-rich — 
leaves dry. oily 
limp hair easy-to 
manage, with new 
life and lustre. 
ONLY 50c. 


ase =e MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW saeccesesses 
Long-Aid Co., Dept. T-4A, P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


» rush me Long-Aid products checked below, 
Long-Aid with K-7, Regular size $1.10 
ncluding tax. () Large Economy size 


$3.30 including tax. 


cash, check or money order enclosed. 


(C) Long-Aid Sulphur $1.00 no tax. 

[] Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment 66c in- 
cluding tax. 

(C Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil $1.10 in- 











ong-Aid White Pressing Compound 
66c including tax. 

ong-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo 
50c no tax. 


ress 


cluding tax. 

(1 Long-Aid Bleach and Glow 83c in- 
cluding tax. 

(1 or send C.0.0. 
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On The Records 
(Continued from Page 11) 


a long wait Mr. Avakian called me to Ne 
York for my first record date.” 

Johnny’s initial effort for Columbia wa; 
an album called “Johnny Mathis, A Ney 
Sound in Popular Song.” When the releag 
attracted good play around New Yok 
Johnny got a call to work on his first Map. 
hattan nitery engagement at Basin Stree, 
He went on to work four weeks at th 
Blue Angel. Ever since that time, he ha 
been in steady demand for nitery, radi 
and television appearances. He also ha 
appeared in one Hollywood movie, a recep 
production of actor Kirk Douglas’ in whic} 
he portrayed a cafe singer. 

Mathis didn’t start out in life to becom 
a singer. At San Francisco State College 
he studied to prepare himself for a phys: 
cal education teaching job and was bes 
known on the campus as a highjumper why 
had leaped 6 ft. 51% in.. just 234 in. shor 
of the Olympic record. Then back troubk 
(he’s had a small bone missing in the loy. 
er part of his spine since birth) forced hin 
to the sidelines for keeps. Through as a 
athlete. he turned to singing pretty lov 
was the start of what ture 
out to be a meteoric musical success stor 


songs. It 


SELECTED SINGLES 


HOT: Plas Johnson’s Come Rain Or Com 
Shine/The Big Twist (Capitol), casting 
New Orleans-born tenor 
saxophonist on two heavy beat offering 
with backing by a trio of femme singer 
and a rocking band. Plas. tooting lustil 
on both sides, demonstrates that he ha: 
been influenced by the most famous expe- 
nents of the robust sax. Illinois Jacquet, 
Charlie Ventura and Gene Ammons. 
COOL: Sarah Vaughan’s Band Of Angels! 
Please Mr. Brown (Mercury). Singing in 
her usual slick fashion. Sassy should have 
a hot seller in the A-side. the ballad titk 
tune from the Warner Bros. controversial 
film. Side was picked as a “Best Bet” ti 
sell well by Variety. Flip has Sarah up t 
some of her cute tricks on a humorous be! 
lad played out against a Latin tempo. 
POP: Herb Jeffries’ Sweet Leilani/Sing 1 
Me (Victor). a coupling that presents the 
booming baritone on a commercial releas 
for the first time in a long time. Yet de 
spite the purpose of the disc. Herb come: 
off sounding listenable and in good taste 
Crooning the pair that swing, he is per 
haps at his best on the Hawaiian-styled 
Leilani. 

BLUES: Ivory Joe Hunter’s Everytime | 
Hear That Song/She’s Gone (Atlantic) 
spotlighting the blasting blues vocalist 2 
virile voice on two blaster ideally ps 
terned for the rhythm and blues crowd 
Either side could attract some steady spi 
on the jukes and the pairing likely vil 
bring joy to Hunter’s faithfuls. 


the swinging. 
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Teen-Age Crush 


(Continued from Page 27) 


“You're as square as they come, baby.” 

[turned and faced him defiantly. “I’m 
wt your ‘baby’,” I declared, “and if liking 
sod music and speaking correctly is 
quare.” then I'll stay that way, Mister 
Norris!” 

| hurried off the porch and down the 
treet before he could say anything. But 
forgetting Jimmy Norris was not as easy as 
walking away from him or turning my nose 
yp at the music he sang. That night I lay 
in bed thinking about him. His clothes 
were outlandish, his speech was full of 
Jang, and he was nothing like the boys I 
knew. Yet, that flashing smile of his re- 
fused to go out of my head. 


HE NEXT DAY I asked Professor El- 

kins about Jimmy. “I met him in New 
York last summer,” he told me. “It’s not 
that I'm ashamed of it. but Jimmy and I 
have a little business arrangement that I 
don’t tell everyone about, Vanaida.” 

Then Professor Elkins told me that he 
composed songs and arranged music for 
Jimmy and his singing group. The money 
he earned was almost as much as he got 
from the school board. “It’s honest work, 
Vanaida, and believe it or not, Jimmy and 
his geoup have very good voices and are 
quite famous.” 

“But it’s cheap, common music,” I in- 
sisted. 

Professor Elkins nodded. “Your father 
and some other people are convinced that 
itis. But actually, it’s a type of music 
that happens to be extremely popular to- 
day. A lot of so-called rock-and-roll music 
is pretty bad, I grant you. But you'll re- 
member from our study of the history of 
music that what is called Dixieland jazz 
was once as disreputable as the kind Jim- 
my sings.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” I conceded. “But 
[still think Jimmy Norris is insulting and 
stuck on himself and— and— [ hate him!” 

Professor Elkins laughed. “You're  ab- 
‘lutely right. But that’s a personal matter. 
The main thing is that you don’t become 
” highbrow that you can’t tolerate the 
other fellow’s taste in music, or anything 
else,” 

After my lesson was over, he saw me to 
the door. “By the way, Vanaida. Don’t 
judge Jimmy too harshly. Don’t forget he’s 
tot much older than you and he’s had 
‘nough fame and adulation to turn the 
head of a much older person. He’s con- 
etited, yes, but I think maybe all people 
in show business are too.” 

My teacher’s little lecture was something 
| was grateful for, although I didn’t show 
t. I didn’t really hate Jimmy, and Pro- 
fessor Elkins’ explanation made it possible 


to think of him without the guilty feeling 
that I was betraying Dad and everyone who 
dreamed of my success as a classical musi- 
cian. 

That night I noticed in the newspaper 
that the “Jet Bombers” were the guest 
stars at a dance at the Elks Hall. I had 
never been to a public dance before. and I 
don’t know where I got the idea. But I 
decided then and there to go see Jimmy 
perform in person. I must admit that there 
was much more to my curiosity. No boy 
had ever looked at me the way Jimmy had 
that day I met him. 

Jimmy looked at me like a man looks at 
a desirable woman. It gave me a strange, 
exciting feeling to think of it. 
had time for boys and my music studies 
left little time for primping and doing the 


I'd never 


things a girl in her teens usually does. 

I told Dad I was going visiting, then 
locked myself in my room to get ready. I 
took my best dress out of the closet and 
laid it on the bed. It was a white gown 
with rows and rows of ruffles, that Dad had 
bought me when I gave a concert at the 
church. It was not a formal gown and not 


at all grown-up in style, but it was all I° 


had to wear. 

My heart beat wildly as I slipped into 
the dress and gazed at myself in the mirror. 
Then I outlined my lips with lipstick and 
combed my hair up in an effort to make 
myself look older than I was. I'd never 
bothered about my looks before, but now 
I wanted to make myself as attractive as I 
could. 

I tore Jimmy’s picture out of the paper 
and stuck it up in the mirror. For a long 
time I stood there, and it seemed as if I 
could almost hear him say with that spar- 
kling smile. “Hi ya. baby!” 

Waiting until Dad was dozing in the 
living room. I tip-toed down the hall. “That 
you Vanaida?” he asked sleepily. 

My heart leaped up into my throat. If 
only he wouldn’t get up now. “Yes, Dad,” 
I called. 
while.” 

He mumbled something and I ran out- 
I didn’t get scared until I got near 
the dance hall. The closer I got the more I 
felt I should turn around and go back 
home. Then I saw a big poster outside and 
there, twice as big as life. Jimmy Norris 
was smiling out at me. Clutching my 
money tightly in my hand, I went up to the 
box office and bought a ticket. 


“I’m just going out for a short 


side. 


NSIDE THE HALL, I was caught in a 
shoving, swirling mass of humanity that 
swept me right up to the bandstand. Jim- 
my Norris was nowhere in sight. I found 
myself in the midst of a bunch of girls 


no older than I, and they were all clapping 
their hands and stomping their feet to the 
music of the band. 

I watched them disdainfully, wondering 
how they could make public spectacles of 
themselves. But as the musicians warmed 
up, I caught myself tapping my toe to the 
infectious rhythm and humming the mel- 
ody of the song. I had always looked down 
on jazz musicians, but now I saw that they 
were not only accomplished instrumental- 
ists, but were also creative artists. 

Once, as I swayed enraptured by the 
music, a fellow came over to me and held 
out his hand. I stared at him, but he didn’t 
go away. “I beg your pardon,” I finally 
said. 

“Don’t get hinety, chick,” he said. “I 
just wanna dance.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t understand,” I 
stammered. “I’'m—I’m waiting for some- 
one.” 

“Who? Jimmy Norris?” he sneered. 

“Why, yes. As a matter of fact, I am.” 
I replied. 

The stranger eyed me closely, then said, 
“Well, that boy sure knows how to pick 
?em!” 

A short time later, the “Jet Bombers” 
were introduced, and the crowd went wild. 
Jimmy and the four fellows in his group 
ran on stage and took their places at the 
microphone. When the noise died down, 
they began to sing. Jimmy looked hand- 
somer than I remembered him and I could 
see why all the women were swooning over 
him. He seemed to be looking directly at 
each of us as he sang and he made the 
words sound like a personal message meant 
only for the ears of one girl. And I was 
sure that girl was me. 

Seeing Jimmy in person made me realize 
how much I’d been thinking of him since 
that day we’d met. My romantic day- 
dreams of him were more real than ever 
now. I gazed up adoringly at him, wonder- 
ing how I could get to see him alone in 
all that crowd. 

Finally. after the last song, 
bowed and made his exit with the applause 
echoing through the hall. The MC an- 
nounced that the “Jet Bombers” would be 
back for the second half of the show and 
the band started up again. 

Still in a daze, I wandered backstage 
with a bunch of girls with autograph books 
in their hands. They crowded around Jim- 
my’s dressing room and squealed excitedly 
when he came out. Gradually, the crowd 
thinned out and I found myself face to face 
with Jimmy. “You’re next, baby,” he 
smiled. 

The girl behind me shoved me closer to 
him. “Go ahead, girl. You’re not the only 
one waiting for an autograph,” she hissed. 

“Oh, I don’t want an autograph,” I pro- 
tested. 

Jimmy looked surprised. “You don’t? 
Then what can I do for you, baby?” he 
asked. 


Jimmy 


53 




















GIVES "SUPER" RELIEF 
FROM ALL THOSE MISERIES 
F 'HARD-TO-STOP’ COLDS 





FIGHTS ALL COLDS 
YMPTOMS AT ONE TIME... 
iM LESS TIME! ITS THE 
ROVEN COLDS MEDICINE 





DOES MORE TO STOP 
COLDS MISERIES BECAUSE 
IT HAS MORE! 

YOU CAN RELY ON 666 
LIQUID OR TABLETS 














FOR SOFT, FRAGRANT 
LONGER LOOKING HAIR 
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BEAUTIQUE 


THE MAGIC HAIR AID 


be the envy of all the girls. WHY? By 
the glamorous longer looking hair that you 
. ays wanted. Simply by using the new mir- 
air preporations—Beautique ‘Hair Aid” 
wonderful new Scientific discovery R. J. 
| Jelly). Don’t wait, give Beautique Hair 
Aid t a few short days and you will see and feel 
the zing difference. Your hair will be glossy 
soft, fragrantly clean, and look a lot longer. Beau- 
Hair Aid” is really sensational, send for your 
f Beautique “Hair Aid’’ now. Mail our No- 
pon today. 
py ———- Mail No-Risk Coupon Now pehemaaa| 
| Alpha Sales Co. T 
2705 Church Ave. | 
| Brooklyn 26, N. Y. | 
| Please Rush Beautique ‘‘Hair Aid” | 
| ! enclose $2.00, plus 20c Fed. Tax (cash, check i 
| or money order). Beautique ‘Hair Aid’ pays 
all postage. | 
| Send C.0.D. | will pay postman $2.00 on de- | 
| | 
| 
| 
| 


| 
very 


plus postage and C.O.D. Charges. 
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“I—I'm Vanaida Williams.” I said hesi- 
tantly. “Remember?” 

“Of course I do,” he said. 
his fingers a couple of times. 
it? Baltimore? Cleveland?” 

“You don’t remember.” I said. and sud- 
denly I was angry with myself for thinking 
that of all the girls he met he’d remember 
me. 

“Hey. wait a minute! Now I remember 
—at Googy’s house the other day. That's 
where I saw you.” Jimmy took my hand 
and pulled me inside the dressing room. 
“You wait in there. I'll be through in a 
jiffy.” 

Gingerly, I sat on the edge of the cot on 
one side of the tiny room. The chair in 
front of the makeup table was piled with 
clothes and the cot was the only place to 
sit. A few moments later Jimmy came in 
and shut the door. I jumped up. 


He snapped 
“Where was 


“Sit down, baby. This isn’t much of a. 


pad, but make yourself at home.” 

“No. I think I’d better go.” I said. edg- 
ing toward the door. “I don’t know why 
I came in the first place. except- 

“Except maybe you kinda go for me, 
huh?” He stepped between me and the 
door. 

Suddenly. panic gripped A cold 
sweat broke over me. “I enjoyed your sing- 
ing, and—well, I just came to tell you how 
much [ liked it.” 

His eyes narrowed. “That’s not what you 
said the other day.” 

“T—I changed my mind.” 

“You didn’t think much of me. either.” 
Jimmy said. “Change your mind about 
that?” 

“Please—I’ve got to go now.” I said. He 
grabbed my arm and wouldn't let me pass. 
I looked up fearfully and his face was close 
to mine. the handsomeness marred by a 
look that frightened me. 

“Look. baby.” he said hoarsely. “you’ve 
been thinking about me and I’ve been think- 
ing about you. You treated me like dirt 
and I don’t take that from any chick. I’m 
Jimmy Norris. see?” 

In a sudden move he swept me into his 
arms. His lips pressed against mine in a 
long. ardent hiss. Despite myself. I felt 
my heart racing and I[ seemed to be floating 
on air. I went limp in his arms. 

Jimmy raised his head and smiled down 
at me. “Now what do you think?” he whis- 
pered. 

A whimpering sound escaped my lips. I 
couldn’t talk. I closed my eyes and raised 
my mouth toward his. This is it. This is 
love, I told myself. It didn’t matter that I 
was only 16 and “square as they come.” 
according to Jimmy. Tonight I was a wom- 
an, ready and eager for love. All I wanted 
was to remain in Jimmy’s arms forever. 

He was conceited. to be sure. and from 
the kiss that still tingled my lips. he had 
known many girls. But my heart told me 
that this was love. the kind Jimmy sang 
about in his songs. 

So I waited breathlessly, my eyes closed. 
for his warm kiss. But it never came. Just 
then the door burst open. My eyes flew 


me. 


open and I saw one of the fellows in 4, 
group. I glanced at Jimmy, waiting for hi, 
to throw out this intruder who had inte. 
rupted the biggest moment in our lives, 

But Jimmy wasn’t even angry. “He 
man, what’s happening?” he asked. 

“Everything!” said his partner. “R,. 
member those two chicks who kept givin, 
us the eye during the first set? Welj 
they’re waiting for us at the bar.” 

Jimmy let go of me and slicked back }j: 
hair with both hands. “Are they down vit, 
it. man?” he asked. 

The other fellow winked his eye. 

“Then what are we waiting for?” Jinm 
said. starting out the door. 

*“Jimmy—!” I wailed. 

“What about this one?” the fellow asked 

Jimmy flashed his smile. “She'll keep” 
he said confidently. Then to me he said 
“T’'ll be in town for a couple of weeks, bah 
We'll make it later.” 

The next instant he was gone. The othe; 
fellow looked at me. shrugged his shoul. 
ders, and hurried after him. 





Calypso 
If you play at love you always 
gamble 
Wayward hearts 
ramble 
Kiss and run and your conscience 
numbs 
That’s the way the cookie crumbs 
—Maude Harget 


will always 





The tears didn’t come until long after 
they had gone, but when they did, it was 
awful. like no crying I'd ever done before. 
And with each bitter sob I died a little. | 
threw myself on the cot and buried my face 
I called myself a fool over 
and over again. asking myself why I shoul 
think that I could be something special in 
Jimmy Norris’s life. I was only one of hur 
dreds of girls crazy about him. 

He had walked out on me. I was hurl 
and humiliated. “I hate him!” I cried. 

But a moment later my heart answere( 
and I knew I didn’t really mean it. I could 
never hate Jimmy. Not after that kiss. Ii 
was my first kiss and he was my first love. 
\ girl can never forget that because i 
never happens twice. 

Finally. I cried myself out. I sat up and 
dried my eyes. Lying on the table was 3 
pile of photographs of Jimmy. I started to 
take one. but changed my mind. I had 
something more precious to remember him 
by. He’d given me my first kiss and | 
would treasure that memory forever. 

As I made my way out of the dressing 
room and down the corridor that led to the 
back exit. I heard Jimmy’s voice singing 
a strangely haunting song. Teen-Age Dream. 

I’m not a teen-ager any more and I've 
found someone who loves me and is helping 
me with my career. But I still have the 
dream of my first love. And somehow. ' 
a woman her first love no matter how 
turns out, is always the most precious. 


END 
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Love Came Too Late 


(Continued from Page 


vould have teased me unmercifully. 

When John arrived, we settled down to 
dudying. It was a warm day and after an 
hour or so, John suggested going out for 
omething cool to drink. 

“I?m sorry.” I said. “I guess I’m a ter- 
ible hostess. We—that is. the girls have 
plenty of everything here. You sit here and 
[ll fix a snack.” 

“Can I help?” 

“I can manage.” I said. 
yourself comfortable.” 

When I returned a short time later with 
sandwiches and drinks. John grinned. “This 
sure beats that coffee shop.” he said. 

“The coffee shop is not so bad.” I said. 


“You just make 


“I've enjoyed it.” 

John glanced at me over the rim of his 
class. “So 
there.” he said. 

I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. I 
wasn’t good at boy-girl chit-chat and I 
didn’t know quite what to say. 

“T like you. Peggy.” John continued. 
“Too bad it’s so near the end of the term. 
We should have gotten together sooner.” 


have I—because you were 


“There’s always next year.” I reminded 
him. “I think [ll come back 


” 
ner. 


next sum- 
John smiled and shook his head. “Life’s 


too short, Peggy.” He reached out and 
took my hand. 


followed. 


He tugged gently and | 
“Who knows where either of us 
will be a year from now?” he said as I sat 
down next to him. 

He held my hand tightly and gazed deep 
into my eyes. My heart beat faster at the 
touch of his hand and I found myself look- 
ng at him as someone more important than 
just a classmate. 

His deep-set eyes studied me gravely and 
the pressure of his fingers sent unspoken 
\ tiny vein in his 
throat pulsed rapidly. “Peggy—” he said 
“ftly, pulling me toward him. 

Panic swept over me. There was some- 
thing I should remember. but I could not 
think of what it was. There was a rezson 
why I should turn away from the lips that 
were coming closer and closer to mine. 

But then his kiss drove everything 
from my mind except the ecstasy of the mo- 
ment. My heart pounded wildly as his arms 
closed around me. And all 
denying myself desire and emotion were 
washed away in a wave of passion that 
‘wept me out to the point of no return 


messages along my arm. 


else 


my years of 


THE NEXT DAY I didn’t go to class. 
My mind was too confused. Remorse 
Was mingled with the awareness that I had 


35) 


changed. Somehow. I knew I would never 
like an old maid. even 


For three days I 


again act—or feel 
if I 


stayed in 


never got married. 
the apartment alone. trying to 
bring things into focus. 

I knew I had done wrong. and that even 
when I saw John again it would not hap- 
I did not my 


moment of weakness. 


pen again. blame him for 
[I alone was to blame, 
because there had been time to call a halt. 
to stop things before they went too far. In 
fact. something in the very back of my 
mind had warned me of danger ahead. 

It came to me suddenly. Helen. the girl 
I had expelled from school. She must have 
gone into that empty room to study, just as 
she had claimed. But then she had given 
in to temptation. Horrified, I realized the 
very same thing kad happened to me. I 
was older than she. yet I'd found it impos- 


sible to control the same emotions I was 
sure she could have. 
When I returned home, I was not the 


same woman who had left a year before. 


I was wiser. more mature—and had more 


understanding. I realized I should never 
have expelled that student. I should have 
listened and sympathized, then helped her. 

I even thought about trying to look her 
up and apologize. But then I realized the 


futility of that. It wouldn’t have changed 


things. only salved my conscience. I real- 
ized. too late. that human beings make mis- 
takes and must live with them. I had to 


live with mine. 
Shortly after I returned, I was appointed 
Miss 


her office over to me and there were tears 


assistant principal. Andrews turned 
of gratitude in my eyes as I clasped her 
hand. 

“IT think that year away from here was 
good for you, my dear.” she said. 

“Oh. it told 
learned a lot—about life.” 


She put her arm around me. “Yes. you'll 


was.” | her honestly. “I 


do very well. Just remember what I said- 
be good to my children. even the bad ones.” 

“Oh. I will. I will.” I promised fervently. 
“But you know. there are no ‘bad’ ones- 
only those who are misunderstood.” 

She smiled. as if we shared a secret. and 
said. “My children are in good hands.” 

In the years since then, there have been 
times when I wished I had given up my 
I think about 
the 
knowledge that through them. I am aton- 


job and married. But then 


my “children” and I’m content in 


ing for whatever sin I committed. 


THE END 
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Born For Trouble 


(Continued from Page 31) 


[ happened to know that Dad was sweet 
on a big-hipped school teacher named June 
Williams. I had found out from some of 

school kids that he had been playing 

ind with her for two or three years. 
ie came from Richmond, Virginia, and 
lived in our section during the school 
m. She taught in the elementary di- 
ion of our school. 
furning detective, I discovered that their 
ndezvous was a small hotel in Fredericks- 
rg, Va. Their meetings coincided with 
Dad’s absences from home on Friday and 
rday nights during the school year. I 
ired that if I could catch Dad with June 
night in Fredericksburg, I could swing 
leal that would set me free. 

But [ had to play it cool, for I knew that 

ny of my friends, or the other kids in 
ol, discovered what was going on, my 

would have been cooked. but good 
fried! 

hen there was Mother to remember: 

e was an ever-suspicious soul, dedicated 


W 


he eradication of sin! 
When one of my girl friends announced 
Friday night party at her home. I saw my 


Casually. I told Mother that Beatrice 

was having a social at her home 

hat I was invited. Since I made it 

| like an all-girls affair. Mother had 
jections. Dad paid little attention. 

he next problem was getting to Fred- 

sburg, a small city located fifteen 

from my home. I hadn't learned to 

too well and Dad didn’t allow me to 

ke the family car. an old model. out by 

elf. This problem was solved for me 

| studied bus schedules and discov- 

that I could catch one at a spot near 

ome at 7 p.m. and arrive in Fredericks- 

i half-hour later; then I could catch 

her bus at midnight and get off in front 

house at 12:30. I figured that would 

me enough time. I had a few dollars 

so money was no problem. 

Friday night came, and everything was 

et. When I returned home from school. 

I had 

my announcement at home about the 

party, so Mother knew I was going out, 

\ll I had to do was get ready and 

[ told Mother that one of my friends 
oing to pick me up at the bus stop. 

Instead. of course, I got on the bus and 


Dad was gone, and I knew where. 


to Fredericksburg. 

Once there, I had time on my hands, for 
w that if I arrived at Dad’s rendezvous 
oon. I might spoil everything for my- 


lf 
| 


So I went to a movie. 

When that was over, I came out, hailed 
t and told the driver to take me to 
favorite hotel. 


AAl 


Dad’s 


On the way to the hotel, I almost pan- 
icked. But I told myself that this was life 
or death for me. I had to be calm and 
sure. I smoked a cigarette from a pack I 
had bought in a Fredericksburg drug store. 
I found myself being exhilarated by the 
adventure. 

When we arrived at the hotel, I paid off 
the taxi driver, tipping him generously, 
telling him to wait. Then I entered the 
place and looked around. 

The lobby was empty. There was a small 
combination cashier’s cage and reception 
desk, but nobody was tending it. Near the 
staircase. a middle-aged man dressed in a 
bellhop’s uniform sat in an old chair read- 
ing a newspaper. 

Mustering all the courage I could. for 
excitement was claiming me now, I walked 
up to him and asked: 

“Could you tell me where I'd find Mr. 
and Mrs. William Hilliard? Im their 
daughter. It’s urgent.” 

The bellhop eyed me suspiciously. 

“They’re not registered here.” he said. 

“T happen to know that they are.” I said. 
“After all.” I lied. “they're my parents.” 

Then I showed him a $5 bill. He jumped 
to attention like a buck private facing a 
general. His eyes suddenly flashed light 
and his lips quivered. He held out a hun- 
gry hand as he said. “They’re in 218.” 

I gave him the money. winked. showed 
him a devilish wiggle of my hips. and 
marched on up the stairs. The hotel didn’t 
have an elevator. 

I could feel the bellhop’s hot eyes follow- 
ing my hips all the way up. but I didn’t 
care. I had found out what I wanted to 
know. 

Silently. with the help of an ancient. but 
thick. old rug, I quietly made my way down 
a dimly-lit corridor until IT came to Room 
218. 

For a second. I was puzzled: should I 
knock or should I try the door first to see 
if it was unlocked? 

I decided against knocking as a first ap- 
proach. 

I grabbed the door handle. turned it. and 
was gratified when the door opened ab- 
ruptly. 

I swung it open. entered. and found my 
father with school teacier. 

As I entered. she grabbed for the covers 
and tried to hide her face. Dad lay wide- 
eyed and petrified. 

Slowly, I closed the door and stared at 
him. 

“Hi, Daddy.” I said. feigning innocence 
and pleasure. 

“Jeanne!” he exploded. “What are you 
doing here?” 

“T’ve got to talk to you,” I said. 

“But,” he sputtered. 


“But, nothing, Dad,” I said. “/’ve go, 


The « 


talk to you—now!” ection 


Tf I HADN’T had such a big proble}' 

myself, I would have fallen down laugh 
ing at these two adults as they tried yi 
straighten things out. 

Stunned, Daddy wanted to smuggle }j 
friend out of the room. He acted as thoug, 
he wished he could sweep her under a Tuy 
She knew I knew who she was, and [ jp. 
agined that she feared this incident woy 
cost her her job, not to mention the natuyjf! 
embarrassment of being caught with th 
father of the daughter. 

Sut. frankly. how they managed all thi 
was unimportant to me. All I wanted ya 
a chance to be alone with my father, ; 
tell him about my problem and to swind; 
him into helping me! 

After a lot of jittery fussing aroun 
Dad’s woman cleared out, leaving part ( 


o 
her clothes in her haste. a 


Then Dad and I were alone. 
“What the hell do you think you're d& 


houses | 


son to 


and line 


t was 


farm gi 


But I 


sible. A 
horhood 


The t 


brick b 


axi-drit 


up the 1 


“You 


way Up. 


“No. ” 


doing al 


“I dic 
frel.”” D 
*You’ 
Where 
re?” 


“Tf Ww 


confiden 


ing?” Dad asked me, showing more frp!!! kno 


than I'd ever seen in him. “Who told yor 
to come here, your mother?” ’ 
“No.” I said. “Mother doesn’t ever 


“Tt’s 
ou've g 


“Don’ 


know you're here. I came because I nee(fmarty y 


help.” 

“You need help? What kind of help?” 

“Pm pregnant!” 

Dad took notice then. His brown eye 
flashed anger. And he bolted up off th 
edge of the bed where he had been sitting 

“Who is it?” he asked. “I'll kill him! 

“Calm down, Daddy.” I said. “TI doni 
want you to kill him. Besides. he’s a frien 
of yours. Jack Davis. All I want you tod 
is make him marry me and I won't tel 
Mother about you and the schoolteacher. 


Dad thought about my proposition forsinia, 


a while. He didn’t display the normal a 
ger an honest father might have shown be 
cause he realized that both of us were 
guilty and I was holding a hammer over 
his head. 

“Where’s Jack now?” Dad asked. 

‘Back home in Washington.” I told him 

“Well.” Dad said. “I guess we'll have t 
go there next week.” 

“Not next week.” I said. “Tonight!” 

“But.” Dad said. 

“But. nothing.” I said. “We go tonight 
or I go back home and tell Mother what! 
know.” 

Dad pondered my ultimatum for a fev 
minutes, obviously weighing the pros ané 
cons, then he agreed that we would do what 
I suggested. 

We were a strange couple. riding tha! 
train to Washington that night. Both 0! 
us were silent. Both of us were in trouble 
Dad and daughter. 


Daddy 


answer 
sponse. 
steps. 

a hole i 
he said, 


f 


“We'r 


said. 


“He i: 
“Wher 


io find h 


“T'm \ 
” 
Jeanne. 
Jack.” 
The n 
nent, th 
the door 
Once 
my case 
ibvioush 
inmy be 
But he 
‘Tm t 
in’t her 
to rob a 
jail, He 
ending 
him—” 
I didn 
fainted. 
When 
hospital. 
A few 


Dad was as mad «{*td mor 


hell, but he knew I had the goods on him Jack’s fa 
I knew I had the goods on him, but I stil When T | 


was afraid that I hadn’t figured all the 


Of co 


angles. I still didn’t know what would|know th 





happen when we barged in on Jack and 
his family. 
My fidgety father didn’t know either! 


sympath 
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The cab driver took us to a middle-class 
zction in Northwest Washington. All the 
houses on the street were huge in compar- 
ion to ours. The street was well-lighted 
ind lined with trees. It suggested wealth; 
t was so “rich” it made me, a Virginia 
frm girl. feel like an intruder. 

But I had a problem. Jack was respon- 
jble. And this, obviously, was Jack’s neigh- 
porhood. 

The taxi let us out in front of a two-story 
ick building. Dad paid and tipped the 
wxi-driver. After he had gone, we started 
up the walk to the house. 

“You're a smart one.” Dad said on the 
way Up. 

“No.” I said. “I’m the dumbest one. I’m 
joing all this in self-defense.” 

“| didn’t know Jack was such a scoun- 
drel.” Dad said. 

*“You’re a scoundrel yourself.” [I said. 
‘Where do you think Mother believes you 
2” 

“If we get out of this one.” Dad said. 
confidentially, “we'll both go straight. or 
[il know the reason why.” 

“It’s pretty hard to go straight when 
vor've got an illegitimate child.” I said. 
“Don’t worry.” Dad said. “If Jack doesn’t 
marry you, I'll kill him.” 

Daddy rang the doorbell. There was no 
answer at first. He rang again. No re- 
sponse. But the third time. we heard foot- 
steps. A man came and peeped through 
ahole in the thick. 


ar 


wooden door. “Yes?” 


he said, questioning us. 

“We're looking for Jack Davis.” Dad 
said. 

“He isn’t home.” the man said. 

“Where is he?” Dad asked. “We've got 


to find him! 

“I'm William Hilliard from Milford. Vir- 
sinia,” Dad said. “This is my daughter. 
Jeanne. We’ve got important business with 
Jack.” 

The man on the inside hesitated a mo- 
nent, then slowly he threw the latch on 
the door and let us in. 

Once inside. Dad lost no time pressing 
my case. Mr. Davis. Jack’s father. was 
viously distressed by the story Dad told 
inmy behalf. 

But he couldn’t help us. 

‘Tm terribly sorry.” he told Dad. “Jack 
in't here. He and two of his friends tried 
rob a candy store this week. Jack’s in 
ail. He always was no good. I thought 
ending him to the country might help 
him—” 

I didn’t hear the whole story. because I 
fainted. 

When I came to. I was in a Washington 
ospital, terribly sick. 

A few days later, when I was stronger 
and more sane. I learned that the stress of 
Jack’s father’s news plus the fall I suffered 
when I fainted had caused a miscarriage. 
Of course, the hospital doctors didn’t 
know the score. They were very kind and 





k and 


rer! 


sympathetic. 
After Dad discovered that I wasn’t ser- 
lously ill, he brightened. took heart. and 
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new wonder drugs for 
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We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
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with tears streaming down his cheeks, 
made a solemn promise: 

“Jeannie, I’ve been a rotten father. You 
know it, but I don’t think your mother 
does. She believes in the good things of 
life. But she’ll never have any reason to 
worry about me. [I'll never be untrue 
again.” 

Daddy seemed like a new man. His words 
made me happy, so happy that I forgot my 
own troubles. Now Mother’s life would be 
more enjoyable. Maybe she would lose the 
lines age had put into her face. 

And me, I knew I'd never be a bad girl 
again. 





As | recovered in the hospital, I maj 
that vow to myself... 


There’s just one more thing I way; , 
say: . 

In telling this story, I hope that I ha, 
warned some wayward girl before it ig 
late to be of help. It’s easy to let yours! 
get carried away. But false romance ; 
treacherous. 

Don’t be fooled. 

Guard your virginity with your life, §3y, 
yourself for the right man, your hushan 
That’s what I’m doing—and I don’t pla 
to marry until I finish college in 1960, 


THE EN) 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


In New York one of the nation’s 
leading Universities will include a jazz 
course and concert series in its curriculum. 
His dizziness, Mr. John Berks Gillespie. 
will be in charge. 


Juanita Hall, lone member of the 
Broadway cast of South Pacific to appear 
in the movie version, will be seen but not 
heard by the nation’s moviegoers. Muriel 
Smith, who played the role on the London 
stage, will do the singing for Bloody Mary. 


Charles Blackwell, sole Negro cast 
member of the Broadway hit musical Fan- 
ny, who worked as drummer. featured 
dancer, and eventually stage manager of 
that production (a first on Broadway) has 
left the show to take over as stage manager 
of Lena Horne’s “Jamaica.” 


Gloria Lockerman, who two years 
ago was a big-name spelling champ after 
having won $16,000 on The $64,000 Ques- 
tion and an additional $34,000 on The $64.- 
000 Challenge TV shows. recently turned 
down a starring teenage role in a television 
dramatic show because rehearsals would 
cause her to miss about three weeks of 
school. She’s now attending high school in 
Baltimore and is concentrating on making 
a 90-plus average—smart girl. 


Harlem ex-Mayor Willie Bryant’s 
invasion of the West Coast didn’t land him 
that choice deejay job recently vacated in 
Los Angeles so he’s spinning platters from 
San Francisco, where ex-New York platter 
spinner Phil Gordon is sending out the 
word: if you have mike, he’ll travel. Phil’s 
no longer with the San Francisco station. 


Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer has decided 
to try again with the all-Negro movie 
Bright Road, which was released earlier in 
1953, starring Dorothy Dandridge and 
Harry Belafonte, but didn’t quite make it 
at the box office. Company feels that both 


are bigger names now and the pictur 
should do better. 


The Platters, who’ve only been in 
the business that there’s no business lik: 
for three short years, picked up 480,00 
pesos a week for eight weeks in Bueno 
Aires. That adds up to $12,000 per week 


in American bucks. 


Rumor has it that the original Ink 
Spots are trying to get together again 
After years of fighting. with two and thre 
groups of Ink Spots being booked at th 
same time (real confusing. too) Charli 
Fuqua and Deek Watson have called : 
truce and are hoping to get Bill Kenn 
back in the fold. Together they’d be the 
greatest. 


Essix Scott, former lead tenor with 
Charlie Fuqua’s Ink Spots, has come out of 
a three-year retirement. spent with drama 
and vocal coaches, in grand shape. No! 
only is he in excellent voice, but his nev 
wardrobe. which includes a pale sea-green 
ruffled evening shirt with lace cummerbund 
and tie dyed to match, has been stopping 
shows for real. 


That great American quartet, The 
Mariners. had decided at one time to break 
up ranks with each member going out & 
a single concert artist. But instead. after 
two members left the group the remaining 
two decided to keep going, so now there: 
a new sepia member and a new ofay mem 
ber, which keeps the act in the same pr 
portions. 


Prophet John the Conqueror, 100 
man and close friend of entertainment per 
sonalities, ran afoul of Uncle Sam’s posta 
laws and got himself arrested for sending 
blessings through the mails. His last te 
quest before keeping a closed date with 
postal inspectors was that he be permitted 
to mail a blessing to the Hotel Theresa— 
a check to pay his rent. 
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yho lived upstairs, came in one afternoon 
» confide in me that she thought she was 
pregnant. 

She was an attractive and very shapely 
girl. with tiny feet, long eyelashes that 
made her look like she was always about 
cry and a tiny. soft. childish voice. She 
and Paul had been married only a few 
nonths before Jim and I and we had be- 
come good friends and neighbors because 
ye boasted we had trapped two of the most 
digible men in town. and turned their 
hachelor quarters into happy homes. 

Now. she was telling me. she was going 
io turn one of them into a nursery. She was 
very happy. I tried to share her happiness 
with her. but a twinge of concern needled 
my brain. 

I wondered what child-bearing would do 
to her beautiful body. 

Soon afterward. others of 
friends happily announced that they were 
having babies. The baby showers came fast 
and regular. and soon there were the babies 
themselves—cooing. cuddling. crying and 
capturing the hearts of everyone. 

We visited the new parents often. always 
arriving early and leaving early because 
the baby had to be put to sleep and the 
parents had to get into bed early so they 
would be able to walk and feed the child 
when it woke up during the middle of the 


our many 


night. 

Sometimes we went on to a few night 
clubs. but more and more of our friends 
were missing from the ringside tables. 


Their interests shifted from jazz combos 


to Sunday picnics. but they never failed to 
invite us, 

The outings were gay. hilarious. exciting. 
nerve-wracking and everything that parent- 
hood can mean. 

One day Lillian and Paul’s little boy 
waded too far out into the water. There 
was general panic until it was discovered 


that he was a natural-born swimmer who 
just took to the water like a duck. We 
laughed ourselves sick. 

Another time. Lucy and Frank’s little 


sirl made herself an ice cream cone out of 
sand and we all rushed frantically to the 
hospital only to have the doctors tell us 
“every child must eat a peck of dirt. it 
won't hurt her.” 

All of the children of members of our 
crowd played happily together. We en- 
couraged them to call each other affec- 
llonate names, to exchange gifts and to en- 
lertain each other. They all seemed to love 
and enjoy each other. And their parents 
seemed to glow with happiness, too. 

It dawned on Jim and me that we were 
the only childless couple in our crowd in a 





rather sensational w ay. 


No Child of Our Own 


(Continued from Page 19) 


We had enjoyed the children of our 
friends for nearly three years. We 
fondled them and taught them little things 
and played with them just like they were 
our own. We were godparents to dozens of 
them and we shopped for them as if they 


had 


were our own. 

We had gone to all of the 
children had because the parents always 
went and we were always invited. And it 
was my idea that we should give a huge 
party for everybody and every child in re- 
turn for all the parties we had enjoyed. 

I had made elaborate arrangements for 
the party in the social room of the YMCA. 
There were toys. candy. cakes. 
balloons and games for the children. 
to have been a wonderful party. 


parties the 


ice cream. 
It was 


3ut when we arrived at the Y early Sat- 
suests had 
arrived and none ever arrived. We learned 
after a very few minutes that several of the 


urday afternoon. none of our 


down with measles. It 
we had a 


children had come 


was understandable and good 
laugh. 

Then. as Jim and I gathered up all the 
trappings. of the Y 
“What are you going to do with all] that 


kid stuff? 


do you?” 


one attendants asked 
You two don’t have any children. 


Jim had his arms loaded with baseball 


bats. footballs. rocket guns and _ boxing 
gloves. “Oh. we'll keep some of them.” he 


said to the attendant. 
the 

I looked into my own hands. 
laden with toys for little 


balls 


“we'll catch up with 
gang one day.” 
They were 


dolls. 


Teddy 


girls: toy 


furniture. beach and cuddly 
bears. 
I had realized that 


It was the first time 


Jim wanted children. It was the first time 
not really a 
of the old gang anymore. We did not be- 


We did not have 


gain us bona fide admission to the 


I realized that we were part 


Jong anymore. a child to 
jovs of 
their lives as parents. 

We 
their 
tions and responsibilities of raising them 


were misfits and cheats. enjoying 


children without sharing the obliga- 


and planning for their futures. 

We were not being fair to the children. 
to their parents or to ourselves. I felt that 
the fault was all mine. I did not know why 
at the time. but I felt that I was to be 
blamed. And I knew from that calm. quiet 
moment in the Y when Jim had answered 
the attendant with hopefulness in his voice 
that he wanted children very badly. 

Jim and I sent back as many of the toys 
as we could. we delivered many of them 
to the children who would have played with 
them and laid irrevocable claim to them 
at the party. Inevitably. there were a few 
left over, which Jim dropped into a corner 
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he hall closet when we got home. 
We did not discuss the conversation with 
Y attendant. I did not dare permit it. 
We ate big bowls of ice cream and went 
» bed early, much earlier than normally. 


| [FE ROLLED along as usual for us, Jim 
“making pictures and me posing for 
ishion shots, appearing in fashion shows, 
| posing in bathing suits. All of the 
iildren had their bouts with the measles, 
the mumps and a few had chicken 


We suffered anxieties when they were ill 
1d were happy when they recovered. 
[hen one morning after I had given Jim 
breakfast and sent him off to the studio, 
iddenly felt nauseated and sick. The 
eige lasted for an hour and I was forced 
to lie down to recover my equilibrium. 
[he next day and for several days after- 
urd, the same thing happened. And on 
Friday when Lillian came down with the 
baby for our regular trip to the market, I 
pleaded illness and begged off. 
What’s the matter, Shirley.” she asked 
olicitously. “Is there anything I can do?” 
No,” I said, “it’s only that I’ve been 
feeling sick about this time every morning 
veral days. It goes away after a while. 
You go on ahead. Maybe I'll feel all right 
1 few moments and I'll come on along.” 
How you feel, dear, when these 
igs hit you. Tell me about them,” Lil- 


do 


in irged. 
[ explained everything to her, speaking 
matter of factly until I began to 
tice that her face was lighting up with 
ment. 


” 


hirley, darling,” she suddenly said 
sleefully, “you’re going to have a baby, 
You're going to have a baby!” 
dn’t say it. Lillian said it. I remem- 
It was Lillian who first 
to have a baby. Tears of 
up in my eyes. We 
gged each other happily. 
Let me call the girls,” Lillian squealed 
rushed to the telephone. And in 
in half an hour they had arranged 


ry clearly. 
iid | was going 


Ww elled 


ippiness 


Everybody was to tell their husbands, but 
was to tell Jim. Early in the eve- 
ning, all of the gang would start dropping 
in with their children and Jim would learn 
to become a father with everybody 
see his reaction. 

[ thought it was a wonderful idea. 

(nd it came off beautifully. Jim was so 
happy when he came out of the kitchen 
with a trayful of soft drinks and saw me 
sitting in his favorite chair calmly knitting 
he dropped the whole tray of drinks. He 
fell on his knees beside me and bawled 
like the baby that was soon to be ours. 

It was a wonderful night. 

I seemed to begin to gain weight im- 
mediately. The girls all talked to me about 
their first children and everything they told 
me about happened just like they said it 
would 


60 


nopod 
DOaY 


he wa 


there to 





Jim and I planned how we would change 
his study into a nursery. We picked out 
the wallpaper and shopped around for a 
bassinet. We talked about names and de- 
cided it would be Jim, Jr., if it was a boy 
and Leslie if it was a girl. My girl friends 
made me beautiful maternity dresses and 
as my date drew nearer they gave me lavish 
baby showers. 

Jim and I were profoundly happy. We 
were on the threshold of having a child of 
our own. Our friends would no longer have 
to share their children with us. 

“Yeah, Man,” I heard Jim saying proud- 
ly one day when a friend had called up 
long distance, “persistence and persever- 
ance and I’m about to become a parent. 
Yep. finally hit the jackpot.” He was so 
proud. 

It wasn’t a week after 
that it happened. 

Jim had been gone to the office less than 
an hour and I was clearing up the break- 
fast dishes. I called upstairs for Lillian 


that incident 





A Seashore Love 
A seashore summer is my delight 


My spirit soars high as the gull in 
flight 

And sifting sands upon the beach 

Captured sunlight within my reach 

Nestling in a bed of sand 

I have the world at my command 

Kissed by spray from salty waves 

I find the peace my lost soul craves 

There is no other life for me 


That sweet existence by the sea 

So give me land and give me sky 

And give me love—before I die! 
—Andrea Barnett 





and then dialed Dr. Wright’s number. 

Lil bounced anxiously into the room just 
as Dr. Wright answered his phone. She 
heard me tell him about the pain that had 
just hit me. When I hung up she asked 
“What did he say?” 

“He told me to relax and to call him if 
they began to come more frequently.” 

“Td call Jim if I were you,” she advised. 
And I did. 

Jim rushed home immediately. I was 
stretched out on the lounge in the bedroom. 
Lil sat across the room twisting her hands 
a hundred times more excited than I was. 
By noon it was every thirty minutes. we 
called Dr. Wright, and rushed to the hos- 
ao 


WAS STILL ASLEEP when the nurse 

brought breakfast. I dozed off into 
drugged sleep again, leaving the food un- 
touched. Dr. Wright’s voice awoke me. 

“Mrs. Meadows. Mrs. Meadows.” he was 
saying. “I’ve sent for a chair for you. We’re 


gving to move down the hall into ano 
room. Won’t you get ready?” : 

I stirred and looked up at him. 

“Won't you get ready,” he repeated j 
nodded that I understood. 

[t was a fine room. The view was my, 
velous and I stayed in the wheel chair ny 
the window. My mind was numb. blank 

“This is Dr. Stewart and this is Dr, Mg. 
thews and this is Dr. Antoine, Mrs, Me. 
dows,” Dr. Wright interrupted my though. 
empty reverie. “If you will listen closeh 
I'm sure you will understand what we hay 
to say to you.” 

Jim walked in at that moment, cay 
right over and kissed me. His eyes wep 
full of hurt, but he tried hard not to sho 
his feelings. He sat down beside me ayj 
held my hand. The doctors pulled up chaix 
in a circle in front of me. Dr. Wrigh 
spoke first. 

“Perhaps ’'m as much at fault as apy. 
body. Mrs. Meadows, because I was you 
doctor. But it certainly fooled me. Yo 
were never really pregnant at all. you see” 

“But. Doctor, I—” the sound of my voice 
interrupted him. I was not aware that] 
had spoken. 

“Please don’t talk, Mrs. Meadows. Jug 
listen for a moment, if you can.” Dr, Ap 
toine stopped me. She was a tall. serious 
looking woman. She looked very efficient, 

“Dr. Antoine is right, Mrs. Meadows" 
Dr. Wright said. “Please hear me out. She 
is the hospital psychiatrist and—” 

“Psychiatrist,” I screamed. “I’m not— 
Then Jim’s firm hand squeezed my arm and 
I looked at him fearfully. “Just wait a 
minute. honey.” he said, “listen to what 
they have to say.” 

“It’s pseudocyesis, Mrs. Meadows,” Dr. 
Antoine said. “You’re not mentally ill, | 
can assure you, if that’s what’s bothering 
you. Actually pseudocyesis is a form of 
hysteria. It is nothing terrible and really 
proves that there is such a thing as mind 
over matter. Oh yes, your mind is all right. 
We’re more concerned about the after: 
fects of this experience so let’s all try to 
understand it.” 

I nodded understanding and told her with 
my eyes that she should go on. 

“Doctors have been fooled before.” she 
proceeded, “so don’t blame Dr. Wright too 
harshly. When you first came into the hos 
pital he and Dr. Stewart both agreed that 
their examinations showed you were about 
to deliver. It was Dr. Matthews here who 
was the first to suspect something. 

“We won’t go into how it happened, but 
you will probably remember that they all 
came in to examine you a second and third 
time yesterday.” 

I looked at Dr. Matthews. He was # 
middle-aged man with graying temples. He 
was very tall with deep set eyes. 

“It’s rare.” he said, “but I just happet 
to have seen a similar case once before.” 

“There are records,” Dr. Antoine went 
on, “where twenty-seven women with ane 
docyesis were examined by 40 physicians 
There were nine misdiagnoses made by s* 
teen of the doctors and one woman was told 
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by four different doctors that she was preg- 
gant.” she said. 

“But that was not all.” She pulled her 
dair up closer. “Pregnancy tests 
positive in four cases which demonstrates 
that the laboratory is not infallible.” 
Another man entered the room. He 
nodded to Dr. Wright and took a seat. 
“This is Mr. Wagner.” Dr. Wright said to 
Jim and me. 

“Mistakes along this line happen—” Dr. 
\ntoine started again before | interrupted 


were 


her. 


“But why did I. why should i 
question trailed off. 

“Anxiety more than anything else. I be- 
jjeve.” Dr. Antoine replied. “You wanted 
sbaby very much and from what your hus- 
tand tells me about the two of you it was 
vour strong unconscious desire to be like 
vour friends with families. 

“There have been other instances where 
the desire was present for pregnancy but 
the subject did not care to go through the 
ordeal and in these cases some of my fel- 
lw psychiatrists concluded that the basic 
ned or drive to reproduce was repulsed 
by the thought of child-bearing and the 
emotional pregnancy resulted. It is all 
matter of life experiences. 

“Some women who showed 
similar to yours had had an unsuccessful 
Youirs seems to have been the 


2?” my 


symptoms 


marriage. 
reverse Of all of these. 

“Strong desire stimulates the glandular 
stem to simulate pregnancy and to create 
the physical changes that occur. This is the 
example of mind over matter. Unless the 
tme situation is detected. as it unfortu- 
nately was not in your 
come at the end of nine months. 
ae concerned right now mainly 
whether or not you understand the emo- 
tional cause. If you do. you'll be all right.” 

My mind raced backward. It was clear 


labor pains 
But we 


with 


case. 


asabell. I recalled little Paul in the water 
for the first time and Lucy’s baby eating 
the sand. The incident at the Y party 
loomed large in my mind. 

“IT understand.” I said. “Yes. T under- 


Jim’s firm 
I turned 
smile 


tand better than any of vou.” 
hand pressed hard into my arm. 
to meet his bright-eved smile and 
grew on my own face. 

The chairs in the room were pushed back 
ina chorus of sound. Dr. Wright strode 
wer to me. 

“Now, you just get into hed and rest. 
Take your food and sleep well. We're go- 
ing to keep you a couple of days. Come 
along, Jim.” he took Jim by the arm. “the 
nurse has work to do.” 

Jim leaned over to kiss me. 
darling.” he whispered in my ear. 
all my heart and all my soul.” His voice 
was hoarse with emotion. 

I slept soundly and untroubled for the 
next two days, except when I was awake 
0 eat or to receive Jim’s visits. My body 
seemed to return to normalcy with amazing 
swiftness. Everything returned to normal 
® if by magic. 

Jim and I didn’t talk when he came to 


“T love you. 


“with 





visit. He and held my hand from 


the time he 


just sat 
finished arranging the flowers 
in the vase beside the bed until the nurse 
came in to say the time was up. We under- 
stood and we didn’t need to talk. 

Dr. Wright, came in to see me a couple 
of times. Dr. Antoine stopped in once and 
talked to me a bit more about my unusual 
experience. 

But it was on the day that I was leaving 
the hospital that I got the biggest and most 
pleasant surprise to come out of my strange. 
rare and enlightening abberation. 

Jim came in with Mr. Wagner. 
glowed with happiness. 

“You remember Mr. W 
his voice rang with joy. 


His eyes 


. don’t you. 
“Well. he’s 


made it possible for us to have what we 


/agner 
honey.” 
either.” 


want. He didn’t waste time 


“There was no need for wasting time in 


any 


red tape and investigations in this case. 


Mr. Wagner said. smiling. 
“Sit up now.” Jim cut in. He backed 
toward the door and beckoned with his 


hand half hidden. 


The nurse walked in with a baby in her 


arms. 
“Meet ‘ittle Jimmy.” my _ husband 
beamed. “He’s ours. all ours. from the 


Adoption Center. Take him and look at our 


son. darling.” 


My arms went out instinctively and he 
was there close against my breast as the 
blood rushed to my head and mist filled 


my eves. He was beautiful and his tiny 
hand clasped my finger warmly. 

The room was full now—Dr. Wright. Dr. 
Matthews. Dr. Stewart. Dr. Antoine. Lillian 
and Paul, Frank Lucy. everybody 
seemed to be there. 


“You're 


close to me. 


and 


all wonderful.” I said. muzzling 


Jimmy “You're all simply 
wonderful.” 

At the that 
gang had a long motorcade there to ac- 
Jim and me home. 
my tested 


“T’m so happy for you. 


hospital door. I could see 
the 
company Thev were all 
and true 


> Lil 


Jimmy’ s tace 


there. everv one of 


friends. said 
tugging at the blankets over 
I heard the same thing a dozen times rae 
every one of the girls. The men were chuck- 
ing Jim about and making men’s jokes with 
him. 
I had started to 
sav as we went out of the door. 

“Just one more thing.” Dr. Antoine 
pulling Dr. Wright toward me by his coat 


“Goodbye. everybody.” 


said 


sleeve. “We've got a bet on. I’m betting 
we'll be seeing you again very soon. That’s 
always the way it goes with these things. 


Just you watch.” 

‘And I’ve made the bet so I can lose it.” 
Dr. Wright said gayly. 

This morning. ten months almost to the 
day since I rode home in that motorcade. 
the flowers have blossomed in the court- 
yard there below the hospital window. 

Dr. Wright has lost his bet. Dr. Mat- 
thews assured us all that Dr. Wright never 
Dr. Antoine is the hap- 
piest woman I ever saw . except for me. 


made a worse bet. 


Jimmy is going to have a little sister or a 


THE END 


little brother soon, very soon. 
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Pickup Victim 


(Continued from Page 21) 


was in sight I was as meek and obedient 
as you please, but away from her, I did 
as T pleased. 


“Grandma’s gonna get you for that, 
Lith,” Rosa would warn me whenever I 
disobeyed. 


I'd stick my nose in the air and tell her, 
“[’'m Lithia Todd. and nobody tells me 
what to do. Besides, Grandma’s 
ain’t no Bible.” 

Then I'd get into some devilment. drag- 
ging Rosa into it with me. She was older 
than I, but I was the ringleader. Some- 
times we’d get caught and my father would 
line us up when he got home from work 
to punish us. Rosa would burst into tears 
and try to alibi her way out of a whipping, 
but I'd just grit my teeth and take what 
was coming. 

I guess I was a funny kid in a lot of 
ways, because even when I was being pun- 
ished I had the feeling somehow that I’d 
put something over on the grownups. And 
this was enough to make up for whatever 
pain I had to suffer. 

When I was sixteen and Rosa eighteen, 
Grandma died, and Dad said thank good- 
ness she’d lived long enough to raise his 
motherless girls for him. 
in school and wanted to 
teacher. I wasn’t good in 
the only thing I liked about school was 
the chance it gave me to get out of the 
house—and to meet boys. 

“You’re just boy-crazy, Lith.” Rosa 
scolded. “You ought to get interested in 
the more serious things in life, the more 
important things.” 

“Oh. don’t be such a drip.” I retorted. 
“You sound worse than Grandma Webster. 
I want some fun out of life. If you’d get 
down off that high horse of yours, you 
might have some fun. too.” 

“There’s more to life than boys and hav- 
ing fun.” Rosa said. 

“All right, Grandma.” I said sarcastic- 


mouth 


Rosa was good 
go on to be a 


my studies and 


ally. “You do as you please, only let me 
do the same. Stop sticking your nose into 
my business. Okay?” 

One of the things that Grandma Webster 
had been strictest about was not speaking 
to strange men or boys, and Dad was just 
as fussy. There was no telling, they both 
said repeatedly. what might happen to a 
young girl who let herself be approached 
by a strange man on the streets or in a 
public place. 

But this was just another rule I broke 
when I felt like it. It happened one night 
when Rosa and I were going home from 
a school dance. I wanted very badly to 
go and Dad finally said I could. but only 
if Rosa went along to chaperone me. Nei- 
ther one of us could bring boys around the 





house, so we didn’t have dates that e, 
ning. 

I had a wonderful time. ignoring Rog. 
reproachful frown as I laughed and tal. 
and danced with practically every boy; 
Sut when it was time to 20. an 
we went outside, it was pouring down mij 
We lived about ten blocks away from {i 
school and since we had to be home} 
midnight. before the dance was over. the 
was no chance of getting a lift with a 
of the kids whose parents had cars, 

“What are we going to do?” I wails 
as we stood in the school entrance ay 
watched the downpour. 

“Walk home.” said Rosa grimly. 

“Later for that,” I snapped. “I’m ny 
going to ruin my good dress.” 


my class. 


Rosa picked up a newspaper lying in; 
corner. She thrust half of it into my hand 
and put her half over her head. “Come on’ 
she said as she ran out the door. “Wer 
going to get home by midnight, even if 
have to swim!” 

“Come back here. fool!” I yelled. Then 
seeing that she really meant it. I dashed 
after her. I caught up with her at the cor 
ner. The water in the street was curb high 
and there was no way to cross. As we stool 
there, a car sped by, spraying muddy water 
all I was so mad I cried. M 
clothes were ruined, but I was angrier a 
Rosa than I was at the thoughtless motor 
ist who had given us the shower. 

Now. we couldn’t even go back to the 
dance. as dripping wet as we were. Dis 
custed. I took off my shoes and hiked wp 
my skirt. “We might as well wade across,” 
I said. “We can’t get any wetter.” 

Just then a car pulled up to the curb and 
we jumped back to avoid another soaking. 
But the car stopped and the door swung 

“Hop in.” a man’s voice called out. 

I grabbed Rosa’s arm and tugged. But 


over us. 


open, 


she didn’t move. 
“Okay. then. Stand there and drown!” 
I hopped into the back seat of the hard- 
top convertible. 
“What about your girl friend?” the 
driver asked. 
“Leave her.” I told him. 
“Naw. man! On a night like this, don’ 
pass up nothin’!” said another voice. 
I wiped the rain out of my eyes with the 
back of my hand and saw that the fellow 
next to the driver was a sailor. Then [ no 
ticed the driver also wore a sailor suit, but 
his white cap was stuck up in the sun visor. 
“Come on, baby,” the driver called to 
Rosa. , 
My sister hesitated. A sudden clap “ 
thunder and a flash of lightning decided 
her. She climbed into the back seat beside 
me and the car roared off. 
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The sailors introduced themselves. The 
jiver was named Bud and his friend was 
\|, They seemed nice enough and I told 
Rosa to sit back and relax. But she sat 
qifly on the edge of the seat and clutched 
ny hand tightly. 

“You can drop us at the corner of 16th 
and Vine.” Rosa said in a tight voice. 
“What’s the hurry. baby.” Al said. “We 
igven't had time to get acquainted yet.” 

“What Al means is, you girls wouldn't 
give the brush to a couple of lonely service- 
men. would you?” 

“Our father is waiting for us.” 
him, “and he gets pretty angry if we come 


Rosa told 


in late.” 

She nudged me and [I said reluctantly. 
“Well. maybe you’d better take us straight 
home. We’re soaked to the skin.” 

“Turn on the heater, Bud.” Al said. 


OON. the warm air was circulating 

through the car and some of the chill 
and dampness left us. “Now doesn’t this 
heat walking in the rain?” Al laughed. 
leaning over the back of the seat. He of- 
fred Rosa a cigarette, but she shook her 
head. I could see she was scared stiff. but 
| wasn’t worried. After all. what could 
happen as long as the two of us stuck to- 
ether? Besides. I was beginning to like 
\|. with his quick smile and easy manner. 
Bud was okay. too, but I was kind of dis- 
appointed when Al said to me. “How about 
hanging places, little one? Your big sister 
looks like she needs more than this heater 
to thaw her out.” 

“Wait’'ll I stop, man.” Bud “We 
don't want to get picked up for climbing 
over no seats.” 

“Is this your car?” 
ously, 

“No.” said Bud. but at the same time Al 
said. “Yes.” 

Al shot Bud a glance and said. 
while we’ve got it. baby.” 

“What he means.” Bud explained. “ 
rented it.” 

“All right, Lithia. we’re getting out here. 
Stop the car. please.”” Rosa demanded. 

“Oh. don’t be that way.” Al teased. “You 
at like you’ve never been out with a fellow 
before. I believe your kid sister is 
hep than you are.” 

‘I am.” I said proudly. It pleased me 
that I was handling the situation so well. 
\nd when, a short time later, Bud nosed 
the car into an all-night drive-in I over- 
riled Rosa’s protests at the detour. She 
till wanted to go directly home. She 
quieted down a little when the car-hop 
brought out hamburgers and coffee. 

But when Al insisted that I change seats 
with him, Rosa started worrying again. I 
know now—too late—that I should -have 


said. 


Rosa asked suspi- 


“It’s ours 


is we 


more 


WOM 


Read 
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grabbed Rosa’s hand and run all the 
home. The rain had stopped and we were 
only a few blocks from our house. We 
could have been safe at home in five min- 
utes. 

But I had made up my mind that I liked 
Bud better than Al and I liked sitting up 
front where I could fiddle with the radio 
dial and get the best disc jockey 
More than that, I was secretly amused at 
the way Rosa was acting. She was a square 
She’d always put on such airs 


way 


shows. 


for real. 
with me and everybody else; 
making a fool of herself and I enjoyed it. 

I soon forgot about Rosa, though, when 
Bud started playing up to me. Rosa sat 


now she was 


crowded in the corner of the back seat. as 
far away from Al as possible. Good. I 
thought. It would do her good to get close 


to a fellow once in her life. Buda began 
whispering crazy things in my ear, making 
me laugh. He opened the glove compart- 
ment and took out a bottle. 

“How about a little joy 
Bud asked. 

I giggled. 
sour puss in the back 
whispered. 

“Forget 
little.” 

He put the bottle to my lips. The sweet- 
sour wine made my tongue tingle and after 
a couple of gulps I gasped and pulled 
away. 

“Lithia! You’re 
tically screamed. 


Bud jerked back. 


juice, baby?” 
“T don’t think I better. Old 
seat would flip.” I 
he said. “Live it 


her,” up a 


drinking!” Rosa prac- 
spilling some of the 
wine down the front of my dress. “Look 
what you did.” I said to Rosa angrily. 
“Yelling in people’s ears like that.” 

Bud turned to Al. “You must be slip- 
man. Can't you keep her occupied 
so somebody can have some fun?” 

“T’ll show you who’s slipping.” Al de- 
clared. “Just find us a little privacy.” 

‘And awa-a-ay we laughed Bud. He 
started up the car and we zoomed out of 
the drive-in. A short time later were 
parked on a tree-lined dead-end street. The 
wine I’d drunk had me in a happy mood. 
but when Bud switched off the car lights | 


ping. 


oo!” 
go: 


we 


and I saw how dark and lonely the spot 
was. I got a little scared. I glanced at 
Rosa. She was petrified. Al slid across the 
seat close to her. I saw him reach out for 
her. 

“No! Please—no!” Rosa pleaded, her 
voice rising in fright. 

“Cool it. huh. Al?” T said in a shaky 


voice. He paid no attention to me so I 
turned back to Bud. “Do something. will 
you. Bud?” T asked. “You can tell from 


her voice she’s scared to death.” 
“Sure, baby. I'll fix that.” He reached 
out and turned up the radio and the 
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ip-thump of arock ‘nroll tune drowned No boy had ever touched me the way he 

t Rosa’s cries. Then he suddenly pulled was doing or said to me the things he whis- 
into his arms and kissed me. There was _ pered hoarsely in my ear. 

itement in the way he held me, the way I fought all the harder. Somehow, I man- 

lips pressed hard on mine. I threw my aged to get away from him and get the car 

around his neck, clinging tightly to door open. As I jumped out and ran, Rosa’s 


Everything was forgotten—Rosa, ter- _ terror-stricken voice rang in my ears. 
in the back seat, Al pawing her, “Lith! Help me, help me!” 
ima’s warning about pick-ups—every- But my feet wouldn’t stop. I fled blind- 


ly, through the bushes and tall grass until 
I finally reached a street corner. I must 
T HEN THE ECSTASY of the moment — have been out of my mind with fear because 
rudely shattered. I felt Bud’s hand | .tood there screaming and screaming. A 
ing my leg. moving higher and high- 
\ shudder of revulsion coursed through 

und I struggled to free myself. 
Just then I heard Rosa’s anguished 
She was crying and pleading, but 
\l cursed and tried to hush her up. The 
things—Bud’s fumbling at my dress : : 

| my sister’s frantic struggle—triggered wrestling with Bud. ; 

nto action. I brought the heel of my A short time later a police car drove up 
d sharply against Bud’s chin and and I led the cops back to where the car 
ted out of his grasp. had been parked. The main thought still 
(ll these things flashed across my con- in my mind was to find Bud and have him 
isness, but the only thing I was really —_ punished for the indecent liberties he tried 
of was Bud’s too intimate caresses. to take with me. I was thinking only of 


passing car stopped and a man got out. 
“Good Lord!” he said, taking a good 
look at me. I must have been a sight to see. 
My hair was all over my head, and my rain- 
soaked dress, with the wine stains down the 
front, was crushed and rumpled from my 


Julia was lonely, 

Chained by a sick mother, 

a younger brother and sister, 

she denied herself everything, even 
love. Then Adam came along, and it all 
changed. And Julia found herself bringing 


... DISGRACE 
IN THE FAMILY 


Read it in the 
January issue of 
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myself. All along I had thought only abgy 
myself. 

But when we got to the spot, the policg, 
men’s flashlights picked up a still fom 
lying on the ground. The car was go, 
and only that crumpled, unmoving figy, 
could be seen. 

“Rosa! Rosa!” [ screamed. I ran to he, 
and fell down beside her, shaking her anj 
sobbing out her name. 

The next thing I remember, I was hyj. 
dled on a stool in the emergency ward oj 
the hospital. I had watched the nurse whed 
Rosa’s sheet-covered form through th 
swinging doors and now I heard a police 
man’s voice speaking to me as from a greg 
distance. 

“Do you know who the men were, Mis’ 
Where did you meet them?” 

I mumbled the answers. “Oh. a pick-up’ 
he said. “Well, if they were sailors they 
won't be hard to find.” 

He turned to an interne standing nearby, 
“You know, I’ve got a daughter about her 
age,” said the cop, “and if I ever caught 
her picking up a strange man, I'd tan her 
bottom until she couldn’t sit down for a 
week!” 

A hard head makes a soft behind. 4 
great sob welled up in my chest and burs 
through my trembling lips. My stubbom 
willfulness had resulted in a terrible mess 
Rosa would be safe and unharmed if I'd 
only listened to her, if only I’d remembered 
the words of my grandmother. 

But it was too late now. Rosa was behind 
those swinging doors, hurt and unconscious 
—maybe dying. And all the feeling sorry 
in the world, and all the ‘If I’d only— 
couldn't change that. 

My shame and regret that night were 
nothing compared to the way I felt during 
the ordeal that followed. I had to point 
out Bud and Al from the police line-up and 
go through a doctor’s examination. | 
wished I were dead. Rosa had been crim 
inally assaulted and then beaten, but even 
the good news that she would recover didn't 
ease my awful heartache. 

The police didn’t hold Bud, since Al was 
the guilty one, but he was punished by 
naval authorities. 

I was the one who was guilty. I was the 
one who should have been punished. The 
burden of my sin is still upon me. Not 
only was I foolish in letting myself be 
picked up and dragging Rosa into it, but 
I selfishly thought only of myself and ran 
away leaving her to be the innocent victim 
of Al’s evil desire. 

There were newspaper stories about the 
incident, but I wonder if those young gitl 
who read the news accounts remember the 
most important words of the story: “..- 
the girls were then assaulted by the met 
they had picked up.” 

Pick-up—that should have been the 
headline, in big red type, a warning t 
every girl and woman that she could be 
the next victim of a pick-up. | THE END 
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Bysticators of show business have always 


bid that the success of a great variety of 
Mage stars has depended on the tricky. un- 
predictable matter of timing. Great talents 
have come down the road at what proved 
to be the wrong time, while mediocre as- 
rants to fame walked into the spotlight 
by just showing up when the public was 
in the mood to hear what they had to say. 
Billie Blair's entry into 
broke no box office records, and it broke 
none of the rules. 

In the late 1940s, girl singers were only 
beginning to reappear on the bandstands 
With such already famous orchestras 
Duke Ellington and Stan Kenton. And 
irl who simply stood up on a stage and 
sang all by herself like Sallie aspired to 
do was viewed as being as futuristic and 
novel as English sports cars. 

For a time it seemed Sallie had 
ently come down the road at the wrong 
time. With her mother at her 
spent many unsensational months sitting on 


show business 


as 


appar- 


side. she 
the stage. patting her foot to the music of 
the bands of Illinois Jacquet. Duke Elling- 
tn and Johnny Otis who gave her her first 
breaks mainly because of her beauty and 
build. Occasionally. 
wng or two to the one-night-stand dance 


she got up to sing a 


hall crowds from one end of the country 
to the other. 

She pondered her future. 
when her getup and guts began to show. 
faster 


and that is 


She changed the color of her hair 
than a roulette wheel changes numbers. A 
blonde in Dallas. she was a brunette in 
Memphis or a green-haired siren in New 


Orleans. 

“Didn’t I see vou in Jacksonville?” a 
bewildered patron would ask. “No. it 
couldn't have been. That girl had blue 
hair, 


Exposed to the musicianship and show- 
manship of the best bandleaders in the 


business. Sallie also began to learn to 
“project.” use the full range of her voice 


and introduce little nuances of skin-tingling 
ound, like the flatted fifth of the be-bop 
into her singing. 

And then. there were the shoes. 

“They hurt my feet.” she told a surprised 
audience one night as she kicked them 
of, breathed an audible sigh of relief and 
belted into her song with a new found free- 
dom and abandon. The crowd, too long ac- 
tustomed to the prim, icicle-fragile beau- 
tes who sat demurely on the bandstand as 
if they were slightly ashamed of bringing 
he sex to the man’s world of jazz. loved 
Sallie’s frankness and lack of restraint. 
here Was no censure of her actions even 
when she used her svelte. well-curved body, 





Sallie Blair 


(Continued from Page 25) 


wound shimmering silver silk to accent 
subtly suggestive lyric. 

Then, one brisk day in December in Bal- 
Sallie indulged in her old game 
of dyeing her hair, was trying for a 
light and accidentally wound up 
with a flaming red. She looked into the 


timore as 
she 


brown 


mirror. liked what she saw and exclaimed 
aloud: “Sallie, my girl, I think you've got 
it!” 


With the 
all successful show people have but cannot 
Sallie had 


own personal gimmick, and she was get- 


strange sense of rightness that 


explain. been hunting for her 
ting close. 

The theatrical world began to buzz about 
the barefoot girl with the flaming red hair 


and the word reached the ears of Billy 
Shaw. president of Shaw Artists. He sent 
her $70 train fare and a message to come 
to New York so he could look her over. 

“At the time. I had only two wearable 
gowns and no arrangements.” Sallie re- 
calls. “but I boarded that train with stars 
in my eyes. Getting a good wardrobe and 


good arrangements are two of the toughest 
parts of this business. A girl needs them 
goes out to convince someone she 
Sut I didn’t let the lack of 


And any aspiring newcomer 


when she 
can be a star. 
them stop me. 
to show business who really wants to make 
shouldn’t let them stop her either. 
“The next most important thing a girl 
needs is a good agent. so when I went in 
for my audition I worked like I was work- 
ing to a full house in Yankee Stadium. The 
sweat rolled out of my hair and down my 
body until when I finished I was virtually 
standing in a pool of crimson perspiration,” 
Sallie says. 
The Shaw 
tract immediately. 
still hadn't tilted 


was just another 


signed her to a con- 
but the horn of plenty 
Attrac- 


name ona 


agency 


her direction. 
tion-wise. she 
long list headed by such notables as Julie 
London and Fats Domino. 

She went back to Baltimore to wait for 
fate to swing the pendulum her way. just 


as Sid Bernstein. an ambitious. energetic 


newcomer to the Shaw Agency was bitten 
by the bug of wanting to make a star. 

Billy Shaw that Sallie 
owed the agency $70. Bernstein 


her back to New York 
tions on the TV program Chance of a Life- 


Reminded by 
brought 


this time for audi- 


time. 

When she moaned Cry Me A River and 
with $1,000 worth of winner’s 
the studio musicians laid down 


walked away 
marbles. 
their instruments and applauded. 
in the audience. who had at first thought 
and fiery “bitchy.” 
yanked out their handkerchiefs and cried. 


women 


her red hair singing 





eee Do You Want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 


Make 
Amazing 


3-DAY 
TEST 
QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 


with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It’s loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 

highlights which is often the main attcac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.00. 

Large family size 4 oz.) $2.00 
Postage extra if C.O. 


HELSON’S COSMETICS vept.r-2 


_._- Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 


POEMS 


Wanted to be set to music. 

Any subject. Send Poems today. 

*x Immediate consideration. 

* Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 228 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Mass. 


ANY PHOTO — 


Size 8 x 10 Inches as 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 2 
Same price for full length or bust 

form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 

mals, etc., or enlargements of any 

part of a group picture. Original is 

returned with your enlargement. 
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a 
Send |NoMoney 3fors175 = 
Just mail photo, negative o 
shot (any size) and receive your enlargement, guar 
anteed fadeless, on beautiful double - weight 
portrait quality Paper. Pay postman 7éc plus te 

stawe-—or send 79c with order and we pay post- 
age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. Send your photos today. 
Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 57-w, Princeton, illinois 








READING GLASSES 
that MAGNIFY? "once 


Now youcan read smaller print! Magnifying glass for each 
eye. Wear like ordinary spectacles. A joy for reading news- 
papers, telephone books, Bible, needlework, etc. Relieves eye 
strain, squinting. For folks over 40 who wear glasses for read- 
ing only and don’t have astigmatism or other eye disease. 
SEND NO MONEY ... Merely cond NAME, AGE AND 

EX. Pay postman only $3.98 plus C. O. D. postal charges. 
FREE FOR PROMPT' $: chemical cleaning cloth. Send 
$3.98 now and save postage. If not de lighted, —" within 
10 days for refund of purchase price. Order tod 


Zevex Optical Co., 5726 Broadway, Dept. K-312, ‘Chicago 40 


gic PAY IN 12 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 





THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with 
Diploma. Profession pee up to 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of 
lowest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.7: 
F R E E | booklet gives all facts. fe 

name on postcard today! _ _ 


The Lincoln School of Practical Nursing 7 
805 Larrabee St.,Dept. T-12, LosAngeles46 realtt 
Rush 16-page F RE E booklet “‘ Careers in Nursing’’. 
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Helpful 
Heart 


AR) 





1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented...a 
few can be cured. 


























= 
wy 
,, = 
fq All heart cases 2 R lal 
can be cared for best 
f diagnosed early. 


3 Almost every 


heart condition 
can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
the same job. 








5 Your “symptoms” may 
or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 
don’t worry. See your 
doctor and be sure. 








FIGHT FEAR WITH FACTS 


Help r Help 
Your Your 


Heart Heart 
Fund : -_ 
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One spectator had a nose bleed. shattered by blood-curdling screams, ) 

A part of the winner’s prize was a one- _ ple looked around to see a flaming red), 
week, $250 engagement at a Miami Beach racing wildly down a corridor, day 
night club where sensational Billy Daniels hither and yonder to dodge the restrajy 
had previously caused more excitement arms of a tall, lean brownskinned may, 
than a hurricane with his sensuous singing viously distressed by her actions. 


of Old Black Magic. The club’s patrons Outdistancing him, the woman stoped 
set up a howl one night for Sallie to sing abruptly and sprawled her beautiful brog 
the song. body in the shade of a bougainvillaea bug 


“T was uncertain, but I knew the lyrics | where she calmly fell asleep with the sy 
and the band knew the music. But I had — smile of an innocent baby on her face’ 
always thought of Black Magic as a man’s When she awoke and was asked to » 
song and Billy’s well-acquired personal plain her behavior. normally sweet Sj 
property. I turned to Biddy Woods—he’s — Blair simply gave another of her chary 


my personal traveling manager—and _ teristic tigress growls and tossed the iy 
looked at him quizzically. He nodded for — dent off as unimportant. | 
me to go ahead. But her traveling manager and comp 

“Looking back. I sometimes think that ion. Biddy Woods, could easily explain; 
was a high point in my life. It took a lot “She gives everything she’s got when ¢ 


of guts to tackle that song. but once I got — works. She gets as tight as a drum. Whq 
into it I seemed to know just exactly how — she gets an audience with her and real 
I wanted to sing from that moment on. I gets going. she tears herself up. It tak 
really let myself go,” Sallie says. hours after each performance for her; 
As she sang. she forgot the ritziness of | get herself together again. Sometimes ¢ 
the audience. She handled the lyrics like gets so tight there’s nothing else for her; 
she was living them. She shed her shoes do but let herself go like that. It’s gq 
and unnecessary parts of her gown. She for her. She’d pop open if she didn't. 


danced and thumped the drums with her “When you get a combination of gu 
bare hands. She loosed taut nerves and let getup and gimmicks like she’s got, you' 
her body swing free in graceful loin move- got a Molotov-cocktail that’s bound to « 
ments. She became sorcerous and savage. _ plode into a success.” Wood concludes, 

When she finished, Biddy Wood recalls Early this fall, the management of th 


that it took 45 minutes for her to calm fabulous Conrad Hotel in the Catskill 
down again, and by that time the whole | where such headliners as Nat Cole. Samm 
town was talking about “the sexy girl who Davis Jr.. Vic Damone and Pearl Bail 


does the strip-toes.” have starred. dedicated a beautiful liste. 
Sallie Blair had found her gimmick. ing and drinking room as the “Sallie Bhi 
Stardom was just a few steps away. Lounge.” 
In less than a year, she was the rage of \ week later. Sallie filled in for an ai! 


night spots from Miami Beach to the Cats- ing Sarah Vaughan fronting Count Basie’ 
kill Mountains and had attained the pin band in New York’s Waldorf-Astoria Hote 


nacle of stardom with her sensational sing- and gave such an exciting, primitive ye 

ing in Cab Calloway’s Cotton Club revue polished performance that it has paved tly 

in Miami and Las Vegas. way for her own star appearance there. 
One calm day in Los Angeles last sum- “T never thought I’d ever sing in tl 


mer, as the glamorous movieland clientele Waldorf Astoria,” Sallie says, “but I gue 
of the plush Beverly-Hilton Hotel lounged _ if you’re willing to give enough you can g 


around the swimming pool. the quiet. smog- _ things you never dreamed of. Any girl ca 

. . 0 "1 
free air of Hollywood hills was suddenly do it. THE EN 
SVP qq ggg ggg ggg > o ee?’ ’° "”:F£2o aaa agg 


The Truth About Those New Movies! 


%* Hollywood has come forth with a new 
rash of race-theme movies 


% Some are praised, some are banned, 
all are controversial 


% January’s TAN will take you behind the 
scenes for a closeup of all of them. 
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Your Husband 


(Continued from Page 10) 


have no sex relations at all. 

Scientific evidence suggests that men 
yho work with their brains tend to be the 
nost faithful, and studies have shown that 
professional men are the least frequently 
disposed toward making whoopee. Skilled 
workers were said to be more lusty, and 
clerks and manual laborers were reported 
tbe the lustiest of the lot. Yet. it is well 
i) remember that the. professional man 
does not make a better husband just be- 
cause he is a professional. For there are 
ome professional men who could not stand 
inthe same clean light of a ditch-digger’s 
morals. 

Another view of the whole question 
shows that husband’s unfaithfulness could 
well be the result of the wife’s not living 
up to her responsibilities. More than one 
man has said he no longer desired sex re- 
lations with his wife because he no longer 
loved her. And sexual compatibility is 
largely dependent on personality compat- 





Plain Speakin’ 


Who has time 

For words of flames, 

Sugar ways 

You say a name, 

All this pitty-pat 

And din 

Over heaven 

In your grin 

Who has time 

To fool with you 

Who has time? 

Honey, I do! 
—Gladys Martin 





ibility. Infrequency of sex relations is the 
frst symptom of marital incompatibility. 
The sexual deprivation causes many women 
to become frigid. This has led many women 
oa more or less typical sentiment: “We 
have relations so seldom it doesn’t even 
bother me anymore. I could do without 
it for the rest of my life.” When matters 
reach that stage, it becomes only a hop, 
skip and jump for husbands from the 
double bed to the twin bed and finally to 
anew bed partner. 

In England, the marriage ceremony has 
a phrase, which says: “With my body I 
thee worship.” It is seldom heard in Amer- 
an ceremonies and many husbands say 
It is not practiced here either. Men prefer 
a wife who is aggressive sexually after he 
has made the initial advances. Undue shy- 
ness on the part of the wife—“You have 
0 turn the lights out first”—or the woman 
who will not give evidence that she is being 
aroused is unattractive to most men. It is 
me thing to be a good cook, but quite 
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look in your 


and see your hair 
lovely as fashion 
means it to be! 


Today, gorgeous new hair color #s 
fashion ...and today, you can look 
in your mirror and see the same 
glowing, lustrous color chosen by 
models like this famous beauty here! 
Yes, with Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring, you can give your hair 
exquisite new color, long-lasting, 
natural-looking color...easy as 
1-2-3! 

Remember—Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring is the famous, dependable 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 
Get it at your favorite cosmetic 
counter—today—2ad see your hair 
lovely as fashion means it to be! 





18 exquisite 
shades 





Just 
JSollow these \ ih -; 


3 easy steps 











=I G 
7. Shampoo hair thor- 2. Apply Godefroy’s 
oughly. As it dries, mix Larieuse with handy 
Godefroy's Larieuvse applicator included in 
as directed. package. 


Yoilefy MFG. CO. 3510 OLIVE ST.LOUIS 3, MO. 
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3. After color has de- 
veloped, shampoo hair 
again and set in your 
favorite style. 

















for the wife to satisfy the husband 


study conducted by two University 
rs who interviewed hundreds and 
ls of husbands trying to learn how 
usbands get the urge to go out, 
covered that over 11 per cent said 
ntly” or “very frequently:” 25.5 

had the urge “sometimes:” and 
admitted 37.9. Less than 26 per 
d no desire to stray from the wife. 
sociologists point out that a hus- 
infaithfulness may be laid to ex- 
ig circumstances — drinking is a 
<ample—and the fact that he has 
bed to another woman’s charm 
not be taken as a sign that he no 
ves her. A great many women take 
ition: “If he loved me. he would 

done a thing like that.” That 

as has been pointed out. is not 


ly true. 
One professor of human relations. in ad- 
women with unfaithful husbands. 


d that husbands are human and, 
are prone to err. When they do. 
should weigh the underlying rea- 
arefully and sympathetically as 
states of the union. 
is a for divorce and how 

wife should forgive is open to 
So much depends upon the indi- 
erits of each case that it is difficult 


In some 
basis 


tish Royal Commission on Mar- 
| Divorce several years ago sought 
on the matter from the bar as- 
Said the bar association spokes- 
It is felt that for a woman to take 
on of insisting upon absolute 
rom her husband is wrong. It is 
forgive once than to try to forget 
It is strongly suggested that a wife 
t where a husband has failed on 
on with one particular woman 
freely confessed. rather than rush 
ce. After all. she may be a long 
ce "i 

long before the British Empire 
being. a law which has stood 
the ages declared quite simply: 
halt not commit adultery.” Again, 
said. the decision of what should 
ibout the erring husband rests 
with the wife, but she may be 
imeasurably by consulting with 

e counselor. 
| the statistics that have been cited. 
or woman who will jump to con- 
without facts to back them up. 
are married to a guy 
ithfulness rivals the family dog’s. 
ermore, are you willing to stand 
honest test of your own fidelity? 
[t yt as easy as you may think. Ac- 
ing this article is a series of ques- 
tio lesigned to give you a true picture 
ywn faithfulness as a marriage 
41 rhere is the possibility that such 
il inventory of your qualities as a 
th an awareness that there are 
a few flaws in you to be cor- 


Cha are, you 


n strengthen your marriage. 








Are You A Faithful Mate? 


(Test Your Marital Fidelity) 


RE YOU a faithful wife? How much 
provocation or temptation would it 
take to break your marriage vows? Do 
you honestly believe that you would re- 
main chaste under any conditions? 
Before you make a quick answer, it 
might be well to remember that psycho- 
logical and religious confessional litera- 
ture point to the widespread existence of 
illicit thoughts and actions among both 
sinner and saint. 
Perhaps that is why infidelity is as old 
the 
Biblical commandment. “Thou shall not 


as civilization. Centuries before 
commit adultery” was proclaimed. there 
were similar laws among the Babylo- 
nians and Egyptians. Even punishing the 
adulterous wife by cutting off her nose 
and administering a thousand lashes and 
often death to the offending male. did 
not seem to have a deterring effect on the 
amorous. 

Thousands, perhaps millions, who are 
dissatisfied with their mate, nevertheless 
remain loyal to their marital vows main- 
ly because they lack the time, the money. 
the energy. the opportunity or the bold- 
ness to do otherwise. 

The following quiz is designed to 
measure your infidelity potential. Of 
course, your potential may never de- 
velop into action. especially if you exer- 
cise restraint and your duties and cir- 
cumstances are such to keep you a faith- 
ful spouse. 

Self improvement and a more serene 
conjugal relationship may not eliminate 
the urge to experiment outside of the 
sanctified murals but it may throttle it. 

The following quiz may help you 
probe your fidelity. 


Each statement is followed by a letter: 
a—yes 
b—probably 
e—uncertain 
d—no 
Encircle the number after each  state- 
ment best describing you. At the end of 
the quiz is a self-scoring scale giving 
vour fidelity score. 

1. If your sexual needs were not being 
met by your mate, and you had the 
opportunity for sexual experience 
with an attractive person with abso- 
lute certainty of not being detected, 


i) 


10. 


would you take the opportunity? 
a———— b c 





d——. 
If your mate had to be away for; 
month or more, would you go « 
dates without telling him? 
b c 





a —_ 





d— 
When you engage in conjugal rej 
tions with your spouse, do you ofte 
fantasy that you are with a mor 
enticing partner? 





a b c d— 
Should your spouse have to be awa 
for an extended period (viz. mij. 
tary service, or on the road, ete, 
might you seek to date forme 
friends of the opposite sex? 





a— b c d 





When reading or viewing a low 
scene in a play or movie or TV, ¢ 
you wish that you were one of the 
lovers? 


d—— 





a b c 





In the absence of your spouse for: 


considerable period, would you 


probably visit dance halls. bars, etc. 
in the hope of making social con 
tacts? 


a 








b c —d 

If you had to spend your vacation 
away from your mate and you me 
an attractive person of the opposite 
sex. would you engage in at least a 
flirtation? 

a —— b—— e— ——- d— 
If you entered a train or a bus ané 
found two seats vacant. one next ti 
an attractive person of the opposite 
sex and one next to a member 0! 
your sex, would you probably si 
next to the person of the opposile 


sex ? 





c d—— 


a —hb 
While asleep. do you dream of re- 
mances with persons other than your 


spouse ? 








a b c d—— 
Do you prefer dancing with persons 
other than your mate because they 


are more stimulating? 





g——_ 


a——— hb- c 
When on the beach do you usually 
gaze at the faces and forms of mem 
bers of the opposite sex lustfully? 


qd——_ 





a b c 
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12. Do you find that even when you're 
with your spouse, you can not re- 
strain your roving eye when attrac- 
tive members of the opposite sex 
come within your view? 


— e——— _ d-——_— 





a—— b 

13. Do you usually enjoy the company 
of members of the opposite sex more 
than your mate’s? 





a b C-  —— ” 

14. Are you usually more eager to at- 
tract the attention of members of the 
opposite sex by your dress and he- 
havior than your own mate’s? 
—_—_—_ b—— a d 

15. Do you often think that an extra- 
marital affair would be an exciting 
and satisfying experience? 
a———— h——_ e__ d-——_ 

16. If you heard from a reliable source 
that your mate was having an affair 
would you also try to break your 
marital vows? 
a———— bh ——. e—__ d__ 

17. Do you think that civilized people 
should not take offense if their part- 
ner engages in occasional extra-mar- 
ital experiences (so long as it has 
otherwise been a satisfactory mar- 


riage) ? 





a b c d-—— - 

18. Do you believe that no one who 
loves his mate would ever engage in 
an extra-marital relationship? 
a——— h-—--—— ¢« ——— _ d-— - 

19. Do you believe that anyone who 
really wishes to be faithful will al- 
ways be so? 





a ~ h-——— v--——— —|-—~ - 
20. In your judgment. a faithful mate is 


one who usually observes his mar- 








riage vows? 
a— h——_- c—__- d—_—__ 
YOUR SCORE 
ep A B14 D | YOUR SCORE 
mat | 2 3 4 
2 i 1 2 3 4 
eo i 2 3 4 
aa % 2 3 4 
oe | f 2 3 4 
iti | 2 2 | « 
a 2 | 3 eS 
oe) 4 3 2 1 
9 1 2 3 4 
10 {4 2 3 4 
a 13 2); 3 ; 
= iii 3s 3 4 
| 2 2i|3 n 
3 2 3 { 
mit | s | 3 1 
m1 2 3 { 
mie |sitet 
mae | s|s | 4 
mes | ¢|s|i ; 
0a); 4/3 / 2 i ~ 
If your score is: 
70 Excellent; 55-68—Good 
35-53—A verage; 1-33—Below Average 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 


works to help stop dry scalp, 








splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness. you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 





— —— qq] CS SSO 2 S28 VBSSO2EOE EGE 2222) 


NEN EN ENNENGNON GN EN CNOA NENG) 


















ACA H 
q S| RAVEEN bepr. T-12 
Noel . . . 

S floney back quarantee 2 1820S. Michigen Ave., Chicage 16, Il 1 

FS ‘ s Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guoranteed no { 

< Try RAVEEN according to direc- 4 risk offer i 
: tions. If not completely satisfied, re- A) | enclose $1 20 (J Send C.0.0. plus postage ff 

= turn unused portion of jar ond tull b= i 
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= purchase price y I t 

ke refunded. es Address i 

Ss | a Stare ; 

io 

Lo ee ee 








69 




















«ev IN THE EXCITING 
PAGES OF TAN 


IN EVERY MONTHLY ISSUE 
SUBSCRIBE TODAY! 


MAGAZINE 


@ Absorbing stories of human emotions! 
e@ Inside stories of celebrities you know! 
e@ Special features giving advice and information! 


@ A sparkling Home Service Section! 





TAN, 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Ill. | 
Please send Tan to me every month by mail. | enclose: | 


C) $3.00 for one year (12 issues) 
C) $5.00 for two years (24 issues) 
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wuld bring up marriage. In fact. after that 

night in the cabin, I never even went the OL 
jimit with her again. I didn’t want to see ae 
hat funny, soft, shiny look in her eyes or 

year her tell me she loved me again with- 


out me telling her I felt the same way. 


6s ’ 
But it was too late then to keep things I make sure I'll be 


sien, Be te blamaod or Ger satisfied —I always buy 
wtten pregnant. At first I blamed her for 
a BRAND that’s made 


being so innocent and then I blamed my- 


elf for having taken the chance in the | a NAME for itself!’’ 


frst place. But. as time went on, Mary Ann 













tuned out to be okay about that. too. She 

never tried to pressure me into anything. FOUR WAYS BRANDS SATISFY 

She never said anything about us getting 

married. I. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
[know it must have been tough for her, quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 

too, even if she didn’t have any folks. Her taste best, are best. 

mother had died about a year after she was 2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 

horn. and then her father had died too | value. Brand Names save time “puzzling” 

while | was in the service. So she was liv- over labels, models, prices, etc. 

ing with a sister who was a couple of years 3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 

older than she was. and I knew her sister widest selections. Brand Names offer the most 

must have hated my guts for what I had | in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 

done to Mary Ann. | 4, GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to- Advertisers in this magazine are 
Come to think of it. my mother wasn’t date products. Brand Names keep improving, geod names to know. They’re proud 

any too happy about things herself. When modernizing, introducing new things. . of their brands ’cause they satisfy so! 


she first found out Mary Ann was pregnant, 
she talked to me like I was anything but a 
hild of hers. Once or twice. I thought I in a 
was just going to have to move out of the a ¥ "Imade it! 
house to keep from hearing all that yakity- The 
yak. Then all of a sudden she quit talking 
about it. In fact, she almost quit talking to 
me, period. And that was worse than hav- 
ng her give me hell. Pretty soon. Mama 
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MANUFACTURER 2 DEALER A CUSTOMER 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 FirtH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N.Y 
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was treating me like I was just an unwel- 
come roomer in the house instead of her 
on. Oh, she still cooked for me and did 


. ° This special deck of playing cards with 
my laundry, but she didn’t have much to 


secret code on back of each card tells YOU 





what each card is when lying face down. . . 
“ay, Easy directions explain code and how to WANTED for musical setting and recording. 
: do many kinds of “Magic” tricks. Use | Send yours for immediate consideration. 
And then time came for Mary Ann to go same deck for usual card games, such as | U. S. MUSIC STUDIOS 


poker, bridge etc. Only $4.98. Get a deck 








Box 222-B Belmont, Mass. 














to th spital. ; suess ~ eine today. SEND NO MONEY. Send Name 

e hospital, and I guess those first pains and Address. Pay postman on arrival only $4.98 plus post- 
must hay . se! = a age. Address - , Dept. -M, 
lust have frightened her. because she tele 3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Hlinois. 


and stay until the baby was born. 
Qt Homes 


EASY TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 


Now that was silly. I me: thy sk 
I s silly. I mean. why should Sh s k kK * 
| get myself involved any more than I was rin S$ emorrhoids . ; 
ete ren Ne . LY. aie Se eae Mares 
. se rses ¢ *. - . 
, 5 eee eee ee New Wa Without Sur e "4 vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 
Ye payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 


| | phoned me and asked me to go with her 
i | srotate — 
















lors and things knowing I was the baby’s 
g! g s apy s ° e ° It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
Science Finds Healing Substance That NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 



















lather and thinking w sre marri las : : : 
P t nking we were married was Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3239, Chicago 14. 
eend. I didn’t even know how to act like For the first time science has found a 
a husband. -— healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemo ids i 

And after they got her all ready to go pain ~ Onis han er — vcalaeeeient ALL NYLON Auto Seat Cover! 
to the deli vies | ‘ 5 ¢ In case after ae while gently relieving | i Seccoent Weekes . Da os go losteti ao Probie ee 
9 the delivery room and w vaiting for : . se, W 7 Treatment Without Damage. No Installation Problem—No 
the 2 ; = ere waiting for pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took Tacks or Nelle etdel OUA 
‘ne time to come. the nurse called me and place, THIN 10 DAYS! 
said: “Mr. Thomas. y " —_ Most amazing of all — results were so WASHABLE — Dries in 
a a on oo a oe and thorough that sufferers made astonishing Gis bon ten 
ay with your wife for a few minutes. She statements like “Piles have ceased to be a Seve Gite Ser Eats 

Front or Rear Seats. 


problem!” 
The secret is a new healing substance 


Price ONLY $2.98 


needs you.” 
For Front Split Or 
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Needed me? For crying out loud. what (Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous ay fay SY 
could I do? Sn i fl research institute. and Rear Seats. En- 
’ * 4 started to get out of there This substance is now available in sup- close 25¢ for Postage 
tight then, but the nurse was looking at the pository or ointment form under the name Prepais Or Ghispes COD. 
expression on ii Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- | MARDO SALES CORP. 

a my face so funny that I ers—money back guarantee. *Reg.U.S. Pat. Off. | Bast, S68, Vetter Sivetee, Sow Vor 
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FIGHT CANCER 


t wonderful? Everything’s fine... no 
er! Relieved, aren’t you? And smart, too! 

€ you’ve bought the best cancer in- 

e there is...a thorough medical check- 
‘sk your doctor. He knows: thousands 

people could be cured... if everyone 
ved your footsteps! 


t ut tragic? 250,000 people die from can- 
ach year. What can you do? A great 
Your dollars will help the American 
er Society save lives. Your gift will 
1 more research, more service to patients, 
education of the public. Mail your gift 
incer,” in care of your local Post Office. 

















A CHECK _ 


| 














PAY TO THE ORDER OF 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY s 
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jidn't have any choice but to go into the 
jittle room where Mary Ann was. 

She looked so small and innocent lying 
there, even with that big hump in her 
tomach. She was biting her lower lip when 
| walked into the room and then she saw 
me and reached out her hand. I took it and 
«at down in a chair beside her. 

“Does—does it hurt much?” IT asked. 

She nodded her head up and down. Then 
the pain left and she smiled at me. 

“Thank you. George. for coming with me. 
[know they'll find out we aren’t really mar- 
ried later. but I guess I just got kind of 
panicky when the labor pains started.” 

“[thought your sister was coming to the 
hospital with you,” I said. 

“She was.” Mary Ann said. wrinkling up 
her face as the next pain started coming 
in. “but I wanted everything to look right 
here at the hospital, at least until after the 
haby was born. I thought it would be easier 
—with the father here.” 

The pain came harder and Mary Ann 
clutched my arm real tight and bit her 
lip and then it was gone. 

She smiled again. “Do you want it to be 
aboy or a girl?” she asked softly. 

“What difference does it make?” I 
snapped irritably. I had told her T wasn’t 
having any part of this. What was she try- 
ing to do now. soft-soap me into it? 

Istarted to tell her off and then I noticed 
that another pain was coming and it looked 
like it was going to be a dilly. She grabbed 
my hand tight and dug her fingernails into 


the palm. She reached her other hand over 
behind her head and grasped a railing on 
the bed. Then she sucked in her breath and 
gave a little moan. 

I turned my head away from her. glad 
that the room was darkened except for a 
small night light over in the corner. I had 
to blink my eyes several times to keep 
water from getting in them. 

I guess I stayed there in that room with 
Mary Ann for almost a half-hour after that. 
She never said anything else to me. even 
though I tried to make conversation. She 
just rested and braced herself for the next 
pain. And they came closer and closer to- 
gether and got harder and harder until one 
made her scream out loud and then a doc- 
tor and a nurse came and sent me out. 


WHY [ EVER went back to that waiting 
room Vl never know. I guess I was in some 
kind of daze. I must have been there for a 
long while before I heard the nurse calling 
my name, and I knew that meant the baby 
had come. because they had called other 
fellows that way while I was waiting be- 
fore. That’s when I got my hat and ducked 
out of there. I didn’t want to see the baby 
and I didn’t want to see Mary Ann. 

[ was actually trotting when I got outside 
to my old car and took for home. Only that 
didn’t turn out to be such a good idea. 
either. because Mama was sitting there at 
the kitchen table with a picture album out 
when I walked in. 


Frank was my best friend, 


if you can call a guy 
your friend when he 
tries to make 


time with your wife. 


And she wasn’t any better 


than he was. 


| had it all figured out 


I thought. 


Iwasa... 


BLIND FOOL! 


Read this true story 


In the January issue 


Of TAN Magazine 


Send A Copy 


lo Your triends 


.. . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 


listed below: 


] If possible send the December issue. 
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STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY 
CHE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 
1946 (Title 39, United States Code, Section 
3) SHOWING THE OWNERSHIP, MAN. 
AGEMENT, AND CIRCULATION OF TAN 
published monthly at Chicago, Illinois for 
October 1, 1957. 
|. The names and addresses of the pub- 
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business 
nagers are: Publisher, John H. Johnson, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue; Editor. John 
H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Avenue; 
Vanaging Editor, Louie Robinson, 1820 South 
Vichigan Avenue; Business Manager, None. 

The owner is: (If owned by a corpora- 
tion, its name and address must be stated and 
ilso immediately thereunder the names and 
iddresses of stockholders owning or holding 
| percent or more of total amount of stock. If 
not owned by a corporation, the names and 
iddresses of the individual owners must be 
ziven. If owned by a partnership or other un- 
1corporated firm, its name and address, as 
ell as that of each individual member. must 
be given). Johnson Publishing Company, Inc., 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, III; 
John H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Ave- 
sue, Chicago, Iil.; Eunice Walker Johnson, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago. IIL; 
Gertrude Johnson Williams, 1820 South 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IIl. 
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ind other security holders owning or hold- 
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t or in any other fiduciary relation. the 
of the person or corporation for whom 
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edge and belief as to the circumstances 
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ity holders who do not appear upon the 

oks of the company as trustees, hold stock 
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The average number of copies of each 
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ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE.” 


Are you facing difficult problems? 

Poor Health? Money or Job Trou- 

bles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or 

Family Troubles? Would you like 

more Happiness, Success and “‘Good 

Fortune’ in Life 

If you have any of these Problems, or 

others like them, dear friend, then here 

is wonderful NE of a remarkable 

NEW body id of PRAYER that is helping 
giorious new happiness F iq E e 

this message now and 

ir name, address and 

r postage and handling. 

rush this wonderful NEW 

OF PRAYER and Faith 

AIR MAIL absolutely 

will also send you FREE, 

ful satiny GOLDEN 

u to keep and treasure! 


LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP 


BOX 5211, NOROTON, CONN. GOLDEN CROSS 
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“How's Mary Ann?” she asked, without 
looking up at me. 

“Okay, I guess,” I answered. 

“Come look at these,” she said. and I 
walked over to the table and she spread 
some pictures out in front of me. They were 
of me when I was a baby. I had seen them 
before. 

“You were such a beautiful baby.” Mama 
said. “I was proud of you.” 

“Look, don’t you start on me now.” I said 
angrily. “I know what the pitch is. They 
tried to put the pressure on me in that hos- 
pital, making me go in and watch Mary 
Ann until she was ready to have the baby. 
I can’t take any more.” 

“Mary Ann has taken a whole lot more 
than you have, now or ever.” Mama 
snapped at me with fire in her eyes. 

“Okay. okay. So it’s all over now. I told 
her I would help her take care of the kid. 
Isn’t that fair enough?” 

The look on Mama’s face told me it 
wasn’t. So I decided I would have to play 
rough like everybody was playing with me. 
I would have to remind Mama that my old 
man cut out on us when I was about eight 
years old. and he never came back. 

“So what’s wrong about growing up with- 
out an old man?” I said. “I had to do it, 
remember? And I turned out okay.” 

Mama just sat looking at me for a mo- 
ment. 

“Did you?” she asked finally. 

My mouth dropped open and [| started 
to tell her a thing or two about how much 
man I was. Only all of a sudden I wasn’t so 
sure. I had been a good soldier and had a 





A young husband 


flushed with the expectancy 


“My Wife Or The Baby? | Had To Choose’ 


Read this exciting story in the 


January issue of TAN Magazine 





of fatherhood faces the 


dramatic decision— 






good job and was willing to work hard» 
wasn’t afraid of anything—anything exe 
maybe becoming a man. Yeah. I guess ij, 
was it. I was scared, scared of the Tespi 
sibility of loving and taking care 4 
woman and raising kids and teaching the 

all about the good and the bad in life, [y, 

frightened to death of the thought, alrigh 

If I had felt that way about something j 

the service, the guys would have called », 

chicken. 

Yeah. I was chicken alright. I had », 
out on Mary Ann, and she knew just hoJ 
chicken I really was. Not only by leayi, 
the hospital, but by not asking her; 
marry me in the first place. She had lowe 
and trusted me, and I had misused }e 

I made up my mind and gave a de 
sigh. and it seemed to lift the weight th: 
had been hanging on my shoulders. 

“T guess maybe I'll go back down to th 
hospital.” I told Mama. 

What else could I do? Sure it was la 
maybe too late. Maybe Mary Ann would’ 
even marry me now. She never spoke to m 
after I got huffy in the hospital. Maybe sy 
wouldn’t let me touch my own kid. 

But if she would just trust me4 
couldn’t even ask that she love me again- 
well. maybe I could make things up to he 
Maybe if I told her how much I loved he 
now, and how much I had always loved he 
even when I didn’t tell her so—maybe sy 
would listen. Maybe, for the baby’s sak 
she would marry me. I would stop dow 
town and get the ring on the way to th 


THE END 





hospital. 
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PUETRY 


Love Dabbler 


Winks and blinks and sly asides 

Ah. how high my poor heart rides! 

Tickets to a movie show. 

Walks in spite of rain or snow. 

Kisses in the throbbing dark 

(You sure know just where to 
park! ) 

But my hopes and dreams have 
fled. 

You will woo. but you won't wed! 


-Florance Williams 
Christmas Blues 


The snow has snowed. the tree 
is lit. 

But somehow | am out of it 

The mistletoe is dry and sere, 

It’s Christmas day and you're 
not here. 


Maude Harget 
Two’s Company 


The sweet scent of honeysuckle 
Lay in the air. 
And its perfume was pressed 
In your dark. tangled hair. 
The provocative glance 
I saw in your eyes. 
Was a challenge in dusk 
And a bit of surprise. 


The plump, orange moon 
From his perch on a cloud 
Recalled the old adage 
That “three is a crowd.” 
He smothered his glow 
In a pillow of white 
And left us alone 
In the dark. fragrant night. 
Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 


Who scribbles my dreams 
With a sugar riddle. 

t =) 
Turns my heart 


To a golden fiddle. 


Sparkles pathways 
Like Kingdom Come 
Waving banners 

And ruffling drum. 


UF LUVE 


Changes the moon 
To a daffodil 

Wild as honey 

With lightning frill, 


Do you know who? 
Sure you do 
\nyone can see 

It’s you! 


Gladys Martin 
Reminders 


| bought myself a gay new dress, 
On the installment plan: 
I took it home and donned it just 


To charm a certain man. 


The dress is faded now. the man 

Has found a lass more clever: 

But. oh. 
installments 


it seems those darn 


Keep going on forever! 


Pauline Booker 
Jilted 


There is no bitterness now 
No love or hate or pain, 

Only a hollow emptiness 
That I can’t explain 


I’ve learned to live again 
Somewhere along the way 
But I will not soon forget 
Tomorrow was our wedding day 
Mamie Ruth Belisle 


Recaptured 


I lost my love in springtime, 

I lost my love in May 

When apple orchards blossomed. 
Ah. what a cruel day! 


With all the world resurgent 
My heart was cold and dead. 
Too numb for easy weeping, 
Bright joy and laughter fled; 


Until in bleakest winter. 
Upon a day of frost 
Your lips brought back sweet 
Maytime. 
The love that I had lost. 
-Terri Towne 
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ADVANCE 
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TO THE WRITER 
OF BEST SONG 


SELECTED 
TIC BULL me 1601 No. Gower St., Dept § @ Hollywood 28, Calif, 











@ Send your songs of poems today 
Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 


HOLLY WOOD TUNESMITHS 
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Ladies! MAKE 100% PROFIT... 
Sell Personalized Christmas Cards. 


You can make more 
money than you ever 
dreamed possible— 
with famous, nation- 
ally-known Ever- 
green Cards! Dozens 


Box 846 








of new, beautiful designs, personal- 
ized & priced for fast sales to friends, 
neighbors, relatives, club members, 
etc. Top value for less money! 
EVERGREEN STUDIOS "355 
Chicago 42, Ill. 


Write today for 


FREE KIT 


Postcard will do! 


profit! 








PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! 


Are you facing diffi- 


cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 


Love or Family Troubles? 


Are you Worried about 


someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 

ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 

Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Good Life? 


Success and “G 


une” in 


If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
piness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 
So don't wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don't delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 3¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5212, Noreton, Conn. We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 
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NEW Kind of Condensed Food Tablet Makes = ~~~ 


=> SKINNY FIGURES FILL OUT A 
On Women, Mon ond Children Whe Ase Skinny, This end White Christma; 
Underweight Because of Poor Appetite, Poor Eating Habits. 

With Soap Snoy 





No Cramming with sugary mixtures, no fishy oils, no overeating. 
HOSPITAL Yet cheeks fill out, neck and bust-line gain... arms, legs, thighs, 
TESTED ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body. 


DON’T BE SKINNY 4 


1 are skinny, thin and underweight because of poor appetite or | 

ating habits, try this latest discovery of modern medical science. + 
the new WATE-ON Condensed Food Tablets and in normal health 
too, may quickly gain 5—10—20 pounds and more so fast it’s 
zing. The New Wate-On Tablets are scientitically compounded of 
NO and DI-GLYCERIDES. Wate-On Tablets are pleasant to take 
cted and they are loaded with concentrated calories so prepared 
be far easier to be used by the system in building wonderful body 
What's more, the new Wate-On Tablets are fortified with 
s B1, B2, B6, blood building B-12, A, D and with iron, calcium, 
rous, lecithin, and other important body nutrients. In fact, each 
ipply of the new Wate-On Condensed Food Tablets is as rich and 
tious as many a skinny person’s regular meal. It’s no wonder 
putting on weight, Wate-On Tablets improve the appetite, 
juick energy, guard against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor en- 
nee and low resistance which often accompanies underweight. At 
1e time, Wate-On Tablets help ward off iron deficiency anemia 
bh you feel stronger faster. If underweight is due to disease, take 

e-On Tablets under direction of your doctor. 


————< MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


so, if you are tired of being skinny, ask your druggist for new 
Wate-On Tablets. Satisfaction guaranteed or return empty box 

lruggist for money back. Wate-On also is available as a high 
alorie homogenized liquid emulsion that’s extra rich in easy to 
issimilate calories and fortified with other proven weight build- 
ing elements. Don’t be Skinny .. . get WATE-ON today. 






HE AMERICAN VERSION of the 0 
English Christmas carol, “Deck thy 
halls with boughs of holly,” is to han: Ra 
wreaths at all the windows where not on) 
the family but all passers-by can share oy we 
celebration of the happy Yuletide. 
though in our busy times we are apt \ 
buy the wreaths ready-made. many of y 
like to add a personal touch that gives iy. 
dividuality to the decorations. 
The most appropriate addition—and in 
cidentally the easiest—is to give a wintn 
hint of snow to the wreaths and sprays thai 


deck our windows, doors, and walls. It: 





the simplest thing in the world to do an 











a 
i doesn’t call for buying any special supplie 


W/ATE-OIN Condensed Food Tablets < % at DRUGGISTS —hbecause the loveliest “snow” can ke 


(Also Homogenized Liquid Emulsion) eatin made from ordinary soap. 


Pour a generous handful of soap into: 








fairly deep bowl. Moisten this with jus 
enough water to dissolve, and then whi 


the mixture with an eggbeater or electri 





Worried about money, poor ee ; 
health, old age? In need of friends, romance? mixer until it becomes very thick. The 
HERE’S HELP! Send today for the amazing 45 


RPM record “GEMS From the BIBLE.” When result will be a fine, upstanding fret! 





you receive it, play side 1 each morning; side 2 which is the “makings” of many a holida 
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HERE'S NEW HOPE foryou. each night. And see whet happens! Almost ye decoration. Daub it on your wreath in 
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The “snow” hardens without dropping 
off and causing a mess. but will keep it 


AJ to Gi SUBSCRIBE TO soft, feathery appearance throughout the 
“7 Uwe TAN TODAY | holiday period. If you use artificial wreath: 


and save them from year to year, pack 
each one carefully with tissue in a hat box 
—and you will find that the “snow” wil 
last indefinitely, also. 

If you have suds-snow left over after 


the greenery has been given your ow! 







































creative artistry, use the rest to dress Up 
some of the plain balls that go on the tree. 
Force the sudsy mixture through a past!) 
tube to make tiny rosettes and flutings 
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Every $i sends 22 Ibs. And money to res, for flec! 
to the world's hungry Milisiee, WJ 60 for $2 the glass or plastic balls to get an ene 





EB a hurry? Send 25¢ et that is completely your own handiwork and 


for Super-Speed service. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE We pay postage! a pleasure for all who see it. 
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Men Zv¢ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 


















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance. RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long. Justrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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) LONG YEARS, I waited for 
to return home from the Army. 


true to that guy every hour, 


ite. of all that time. 


‘nnie was gone, I never per- 


If any kind of fun that even 
egested an entanglement with 


n. Every morning, I arose from 
bed in our four-room apartment 


Park section of Chicago and 


town to work on my job in the 


department of a large variety 


an occasional movie, a hen 


shopping trip, every night I re- 


one night and caught Bennie alone in the apartment cleaning a pistol. He told me he had bought it for protection, and 
it up. All at once the full realization of what was happening came to me. This was the guy I had waited for ; this ws 
nnie had been laying around the house for these months, spending every dime we had while I worked like a fool. 


turned to that apartment and cooked and 
knitted and cleaned up and tried to keep 
myself amused with television or radio or 
books. magazines and newspapers. 

Many nights I almost gave up: I sat and 
stared at the four walls, feeling sorry for 
myself, aching all over for the touch of a 
man’s hand. longing to be kissed. just wish- 
ing that one time. only one time. [ could 
cuddle up in the strong arms of a guy who 
would remind me how good and warm and 
sweet making love could be. 

But I never yielded to temptation. I put 
evil thoughts out of my mind. I went to 
bed and fought for sleep. When it came 


hard, I took pills that made it easy. Son: 
of my girl friends on the job said I wa 
a fool. What harm, they wanted to knoy 
could a little “innocent socializing” 4 
when | was lonesome and my man was sta. 
tioned in a camp in the California deser’ 

“Bennie doesn’t expect you to be a ny 
just because he’s away in the Army, 
of them told me. “Ill bet he’s got some. 
body to keep him warm on weekends.” 

[ didn’t believe it. Bennie and I wer 
Truly in love. We had made, 
pact when the army took him away and 
started shipping him around the county 
from one camp to another. No matte 


in love. 
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7. Som 
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D know 
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WAS sta. 
desert? 
> a nun 
¥, one 
t some. 
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I were 
made a 
ay and 
-ountry 
matter 


and 
5 was 


yhat happened, no matter how long he was 
sne. we'd be true. We promised each 
other that. Our reward, we told each other. 
yould be his return to a happy home in 
vhich we could raise kids, have fun. and 
nake up for all our lost time. 

| said I would keep the home fires burn- 
ing—and I did. I did, although sometimes 
it seemed that the hot flames of desire 
vould consume me. 

[ learned that it isn’t the easiest thing 
to be true to your man when you're attrac- 
tive. with a shape that fills out a bathing 
uit just the way it was meant to be filled 
out, causing men to whistle wolfishly and 
lick their chops in anticipation of what 
they will do when they get you out in a 
dark corner some place. 

Oh. there were plenty of men who 
wanted to help me out of the blues. There 
were guys on the job—not bad guys. either 
—and there were guys at church, friends 
of my girl friends. guys who saw me walk- 
ing the street while shopping or riding the 
Elto work. If they didn’t tell me with 
their mouths, they told me with their eyes 
that they would love to get next to me. But 
[wasn’t having any. 

I was saving myself for Bennie, body 
and soul, every little bit of me. 

That’s the way I had said it would be. 
(nd that was the way I wanted it. I had 
my way because I knew how to say “No.” 
1 matter how desperately I sometimes 
wanted to say, “Yes.” 

It isn’t easy to be true when you're in 
lve with love—and do I know it? 

And, God, how it hurts you when you 
ind out that the man you waited for. kept 
vourself pure for. throughout temptation 
and hours of longing for thrills, isn’t worth 
itafter all. Then you feel cheated. You 
hate yourself and you hate life and you 
tate him and you feel like getting drunk 
ma love binge that goes on and on. shame- 
lessly, endlessly, not giving a damn what 
the final score will be. 

When Bennie came back to me and I 
‘und out that he was a no-good punk. 
| wished for a gun so that I could blow 
tis brains out. That’s how much I hated 
him then! 

Tean’t rightly say that the Army is to 
tlame; to tell the truth, I would be foolish 
to blame the army for what happened to 
Bennie. When he left me, he was as good a 
man as you can expect to find these days. 
en he returned to me. he was a lazy. 





Bennie that came back to me 


through the long, lonely months he was gone. But the 


the world 
owed him a living and he was going to col- 
lect, or bust. Too many other guys have 
returned to their resumed whole- 
some married lives: so I can’t blame the 
service. I can only blame Bennie’s own 
weakness. 

You tell me that I did 
stay in Chicago, that I should have fol- 
lowed Bennie camp. if I 
missed him, if I needed him that 
But that wasn’t a part of the bargain. The 
bargain was that I’d stay home and work 
and that he 
money, too; that when he got out. we'd 
have a nest-egg for a neat little bungalow. 
or a business. Oh. we had grand plans. 
When Bennie returned, he just laid around 
the house. lolligagged up and down the 


good-for-nothing who thought 


wives, 


can wrong to 


from camp to 
much. 


save: would send me some 


streets with his no-good buddies. eating up 
For a long time. too long a 
was helpless because I was so 


our nest-egg. 
time. I 
happy to have a man in bed with me at 
night that nothing else mattered. At first 
I swindled myself by convincing myself 
that Bennie needed a little time to read- 
just to civilian life. When I woke up to the 
fact that Bennie had become a misfit. it 
was too late. 

It was then that that if I 
crossed him. he was mean and evil: that 
the only way I could keep him half-way 


I learned 


happy and contented was to let him live off 
me. Any time I complained. he threw his 
manhood up at me. “Tell me. now. Lil.” 
he’d say. “don’t 
counts the most?” 

He was nasty. Downright nasty. Some- 


1 satisfy vou where it 


times I wondered how I could have be- 
lieved all the things he had promised me 
in letters from the army camps. I won- 
dered what had happened to the Bennie 
I had known since childhood, had gone to 
school with, the guy who had come to my 
parents’ home down on Wabash 
and taken me over to his family’s place on 
Calumet countless times. 

I looked at this Bennie I had now and 
wondered what had happened to the gen- 


Avenue 


tle ways. the soft voice, the handsome fea- 


tures. The Bennie I had known. when we 


‘married after high school, was ambitious. 


industrious, always neat. clean and con- 
siderate. Like me. he came from a family 
of four. two girls and two boys. and he 
knew how to get along with people. He 
had been a good student in school. popular 


Ours had been a good marriage before Bennie went 


away, and the memory of him kept me true all 


wasn’t the same—not the same at all 


with everyone. He and I had made a won- 
derful couple . . . and everyone had taken 
for granted that we would get married. 

Now. less than five years later, I hardly 
knew my husband. Now he was a cutie 
who was always talking about working 
some angle. Every other week he went to 
a barber shop and had his hair marcelled. 
Alternate weeks he returned to have the 
waves set. He kept his fingernails polished 
and was always cleaning them. Now he 
hated any kind of dirt that came from 
work. This guy. this new Bennie, would 
sit around the house all day and wouldn't 
even wash the dishes or dust. 

He just rested. And he brought strange 
guys to the apartment. They were guys he 
had met in the army. They would sit 
around all day, playing cards, shooting 
craps. looking at ball games on television. 
betting. inning by inning, watching detec- 
tive stories. plotting capers. Whenever | 
asked Bennie why he and his friends spent 
so much time plotting robberies. he would 
say. “Oh, it’s just a game. Lil. Just a 
game.” 

All Bennie was good for now was lov- 
. and goofing off. 

And I'll admit. as much as I’m complain- 

ing. that Bennie had a way with him that 

made me forgive him every sin, every time 

he held me tight and kissed me. 

He was a punk... but one thing he 
never forgot in the army was how to make 
love. I’ve found out since that. just like 
my girl friends said. he had been getting 
plenty of practice while I was being true! 

I was twenty years old when Ben went 
to the Army. He was twenty-one. We had 
been married in a beautiful, but simple. 
ceremony in the Baptist Church both of 
our families belonged to when I was 
eighteen and he was nineteen. Our people 
were just plain, every-day folk, and we had 
every reason to be compatible. 

If ever two people seemed destined for 
happiness. we were that couple. And for 
two years we lived in complete bliss. Ben 
was a grocery clerk and I had this job 
downtown. Individually. we didn’t make a 
whole lot of money, but when we pooled 
our funds. we did all right. especially for 
youngsters our ages. The first year we 
were married. we moved from the little 
kitchenette where we first lived into this 
four-room place on a street lined with 
trees in Hyde Park. When we moved in. 


i9 

















[ didn’t really get wise until the night I came home and 


caught Bennie with the gun. Then I knew. No longer was 


| married to a nice, clean guy. I was married to a punk 


building from 
to Negroes. It was a nice building, 
stories high, and we liked the people. 
made a nice impression, too. 
other thing we did that first year was 
used car, an Olds. I used to enjoy 
lay drives with Ben. In warm weather, 
went on picnics. Some Saturday nights, 
ent dancing. Both of us always had 
ed music: occasionally we caught the 
hows downtown, when we thought we 
afford it. We spent a lot of time 
sur families, too, especially with our 


was just converting 


thers and sisters. 
> had a plan for life. We wanted four 
too. But we thought we’d better wait 
Ben found out what the Army was 
Meanwhile, we had a joint 
account in a neighborhood bank. 
ss it was too good to last. 


to do. 


we aimed too high. Maybe we 
bodies trying to become somebodies 
it was our fault. That may sound 
it ’ve often wondered. I wondered 

f things after our life fell apart 
B vas discharged in early spring. All 
fall and winter, he did no 
just goofed off, lolligagged 


mmer.,. 

He 
|. with the slouchy-looking, process- 
hitch-walking. shoulder-swagger- 
racters he called friends. Oh. these 
ere the living end. so they thought! 
There was a red, pimply-faced one called 


is tall and skinny and almost as 
me as Ben used to be. 
Fats was just that—fat and sloppy. but 
think he was hep! 
| then there was Lash, cold-eyed and 
He didn’t talk much, but when he 
id. he growled. He was two or three years 
than the others. He had been dis- 
yrably discharged from the Army. He 
done time for robbery. The other guys, 
Ben included, seemed to look up to him: 
their leader. 
He was the guy mostly responsible for 
d trouble Ben got himself into. 


THILE I DISLIKED these guys and 
ew they were no good. I didn’t take 
eriously enough. I tried to give them 

id time when I was home. shoo them 

f the apartment. They learned to 

>» themselves scarce when I was around. 

sut if l had paid more attention. I would 

ive known that they weren’t just play-act- 

vhen they plotted those capers during 
card games around the kitchen table. 

I started to catch on, it was too 


[ came home from work one night and 
Bennie alone in the apartment, in 
room, cleaning a pistol. I was 


surprised to see him with a gun. 

Bennie tried to be casual with me. 

“Hi, Lil,” he said. looking up from his 
work. “How’d it go on the job today?” 

“How does it go every day?” I asked. 

“[ dunno,” he said. “That’s why I 
asked.” 

“As long as you get yours.” I said. “I 
wouldn’t worry too much. When you start 
working for a living. then maybe we can 
talk about jobs.” 


“Aw. don’t start that line of chatter 
again. Lil.” 
“Oh,” I said. “never mention work to 


you anymore. You’re too good for that.” 
Then I asked him: 
“Where'd you get the pistol?” 
“Bought it.” 


“What’re you going to do with it 
“p 


po 
rotection.” 

Bennie wouldn’t look me in the eve now. 
He just kept on cleaning the barrel of the 
pistol. Some of the parts were placed on 
a towel on the sofa beside him. 

“Protection from what?” 

“Against burglars,” he said. impatiently. 
“You wouldn’t want some bum to come in 
here and rob us one night, now would you, 
ine 

“You didn’t think of that when you were 
in the army. Why think of it now?” 

“That was my negligence.” he said. “I 
didn’t realize then that Chicago was such 
a rough town.” 

“Then.” I said. “you didn’t have so many 
no-good friends who thought it was against 
the law to work. Now I guess you’ve let 
those punks. Lash and Pete and Joe and 
Fats. talk you into something silly.” 

“Tike what. for instance?” he asked. 

“Like robbing a store. maybe.” 

“What gave you that idea?” 

“You. Bennie. You—” 

“Aw. can it, Lil.” 

Suddenly I had no more spirit for the 
conversation. All at once the full realiza- 
tion of what was happening to Bennie 
came to me. No longer was I married to 
a nice. clean guy. I was married to a punk, 
a plain thief. This was what I had waited 
for: this was the guy I had been true to; 
this was what Bennie had been laying 
around the house for all these months, 
spending every dime we had while [ still 
worked like a fool... 

T was still standing near the door, watch- 
ing Bennie. 

I started to ery. 

“Bennie—please. Please don’t do any- 
thing wrong. I'll do anything for you. but 
please—” 

Slowly Bennie put the pistol down on the 
towel and got up. He came over to me and 
placed his hands on my shoulders. 








“Look, Lil,” he said. and his voice We 
hard, “we'd better get an understangiy 
here and now: what I do is my busines 

“It’s my business, too,” I sobbed, 4 
your wife—” 

“What I do, Lil,” Bennie said, his yjp 
rising, “is my business. You keep oy, 
it and you won’t get hurt.” 

“But. Bennie—what happened to all] 
plans and dreams. What about us? 

“Yeah,” he sneered. “What about 
You ask the Army! Ask the Army! Eyep, 
thing was going along okay. Then th 
had to take me and put me in those stig} 
ing camps down South, out there on thy 
hot. California desert. Places I’ve beg 
Lil. weren’t fit for beasts, let alone ma 
Now I’m going to collect—” 

I was listening to a stranger. [ tried» 
tell myself that I knew this man. that 
was my husband. But I couldn’t accept ty 
idea anymore. I wanted to argue with hin, 
to tell him how wrong he was, but 
wouldn’t give me a chance. 

“You talk about collecting. Ben. (i. 
lecting what? Nobody owes you anything 
You think you can collect from some ho. 
est man running a little store—” 

“Honest man running a store?” Be 
asked in that nasty tone. “You mean thes 
thugs who rob people every day with thei 
filthy produce and meats and _ chey 
clothes? Look. they rob everybody ex 
we rob them! Even up, see!” 

He meant it. I knew Ben meant it. | 
could tell by looking into the cold sted 
of his eyes. 

Brushing Ben’s hands from my shot 
ders. I rushed into the bedroom. I thre 
myself across the bed and wept. 

I was beat. I was horrified. I was hv 
miliated. I was sick and weak. 

I wanted to pray. but I didn’t know hor 
anymore. 

“Dear God... ” I began. 

And that was as far as I got. 

}ennie came in and sat down on the 
bed beside me. He placed a hand on m 
shoulder gently and rubbed up and dow. 
slowly. trying to soothe me. 

“Everything’s going to be okay. Baby. 
he said. “Just keep your mouth shut. see!” 

Then he pinched me until I flinched. go 
up and left the room. I felt a chill. | 
shivered—and I passed out. 


V 7 HEN I CAME TO, Bennie was gone 
I didn’t sleep that night for worrying 
about him, wondering where he was. whit 
he was doing, whether he was in jail. 
But he didn’t come home that night. 
The next day. I was too sick to go 
work. I just stayed in bed and cried. 
Ben didn’t come home that night. either 
Nor the next. Nor the next. For a week 
I didn’t see him. Then, one night, he cait 
sauntering in just like nothing had hap 
pened. I was in the kitchen, preparmt 
dinner for myself. 
“Hi, Lil.” he said. “What’s cooking?” 
He had a half-silly grin on his face. He 
had a new outfit—trench coat, suit, ha 
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shoes. And he wore a new swagger, too. 
He pulled a roll of bills out of his pocket 
and shoved it at me. 
“Take all you want, Lil,” he said. “We’re 
in clover now.” 
“{ don’t want your dirty money,” I said. 
“Okay. Okay,” he said. “Be hincty. If 
sou can’t spend it, I sure can—and will.” 
“You'll spend your life in jail, too,” I 


said. 
We laughed, evilly, yet confidently. 

“You know where we’ve been, Lil?” he 
sked. “We've been in Peoria, trying out. 
fverything was perfect. We make a great 
am, Lash and Joe, Pete and Fats and 
ne. A great team, Lil. Hell. I shoulda 
thought of this before I went to the Army. 
What suckers these storekeepers are!” 

“Bennie.” I said. turning away from the 
ove. “Why are you telling me all this? 
You know I’m not impressed. And aren’t 
you afraid I might talk?” 

“He laughed again. 

“Talk, Lil? You? Hell, no, you won't 
talk. Because you love me and you wouldn't 
want to see me rotting in jail, now would 
vou. Baby?” 

He started toward me, as if to take me 
into his arms. 

“If you so much as touch me,” I said, 
‘Tl throw this boiling water in your eyes.” 
He stopped as I grabbed the handle of a 
pan on the stove. “And when you leave 
the next time. don’t come back!” 

“Okay. Baby.” he said. “Anything you 
ay. You’re the little angel. You know 
the score.” 

Bennie stuffed his money back in his 
pocket and left the apartment. 

As he slammed the front door. I col- 
lapsed in a chair by the kitchen table and 
cried my heart out. 

I felt like life wasn’t worth living any 
more. Bennie had come back. but instead 
of curing my loneliness. he had brought 
misery and blues and badness. Now he 
had left me—and I had nobody. 

What had I done to deserve this? 
Icouldn’t understand it. T had tried so 
hard. so hard. I had been true. true. true. 
tue. T had kept the pact. How could God 
be so cruel to me? 

God, how could you be so cruel? 


OR SEVERAL WEEKS. T heard noth- 
ing from Bennie. and I lived in an awful 
vacuum. 

I worried about him so much that I real- 
aed that. in spite of everything. / still 
wed him. One moment. this seemed so 
umatural, the next it seemed to be the 
most logical thing in my life. 

I whipped myself. telling myself that 
wmehow, in some way which I didn’t know 
about. I had let Bennie down when he 
‘ame home from the army. Maybe I had 
leen too selfish. too anxious to gratify my 
own long-latent desires. Maybe I had pam- 
yred him too much. Maybe I should have 
been the strong one, the one to take him 
Wer and guide him right. 

I was humiliated, too. I couldn’t bring 








myself to tell my folk what had happened. 
I stopped going around to see them. When 
they telephoned, I was in a hurry. busy 
with some mythical project. I didn’t see 
Bennie’s people, either. When I wasn’t at 
work, I stayed home. And that included 
some days I took off because I just wasn’t 
in any frame of mind to work. 

I worried so; I wondered what was hap- 
pening. I took to reading all the newspa- 
pers to whether Bennie had 
caught for a crime and locked up. Several 
times, I read about unsolved crimes. and I 
wondered whether Bennie and his 
had pulled the jobs. 

I worried so much. I stopped eating 
properly. I became restless. I couldn’t 
sleep at all without my pills. The pills 
didn’t help me much after a while. so I 
started drinking. Not heavily, thank God. 
for I couldn’t stomach much whiskey; just 
enough to soothe me. to warm me when I 
was cold, to sort of take my mind off my 


see been 


gang 


troubles. 

I prayed. too. 

I asked God to help me save 
asked him to bring back to me the Bennie 
I once knew; kind guy. considerate, gentle 
husband. wonderful lover. 

I was religious and I was sacrilegious. 
I pleaded with God on bended knee for 
the favor which meant more to 
than all others. I questioned God’s right 
to “do this” to me. 

All the while Bennie was gone, I stewed 
in the hot juices of misery and despair and 
discouragement. I knew I hadn’t been hap- 
py with Bennie just before he left. but not 
having him at all, not having him beside 
me in bed at night, around the apartment, 
not having a husband, was the worst part 
of all. 

I just had to get him back. 

Over and over I told myself that. Every 
I hoped. I prayed. I wished. I 
imagined. 

One Saturday afternoon, late. I was sur- 
prised and scared when the telephone rang 
and T heard Bennie’s voice on the line. 

“Hi. Lil.” he said. 

I was suddenly happy yet apprehensive. 
Something in Bennie’s voice hung me. 

“Hello. Bennie.” I “Where 
you?” 


“Listen. Lil.” he said. speaking as if he 


jennie: I 


one me 


day. 


said. are 


were afraid someone else would hear him. 
“Listen.” he said again. “I’m in trouble. 
] need- 

“Where are you. Bennie?” 

I wanted to rush to him, to see him, to 
bring him back home! 

“Tet me talk.” he ordered. 
much time. Here’s what I want you to do: 
first. look in the clothes closet and get my 
cap. you know, that Ivy League cap. Put 
together all the money you’ve got in the 


“T don’t have 


house. You got any money?” 
“About $75.” I said. 
“That’s all?” 
“That’s all.” 
“Got anything you can pawn?” 
“I—I don’t know,” Bennie.” 


“Think! How about that watch I gave 
you?” 

ti” 

“No buts,” he ordered. “Pawn it. Get 
as much as you can. Buy me a pair of dark 
glasses. And, listen, Lil, get me a false 
moustache—” 

“Where?” 

“I don’t know,” he said, impatiently. 
“Just get it. Down on State Street in one 
of those gag shops. Somewhere. Now look: 
after you get everything, I want you ‘to 
meet me just after dark—” 

The place he told me to come was in the 
near South Side, in a slum area, in a fac- 
tory district— 

“But. Bennie. how am I going to do all 
those things and meet you then? I don’t 
have a car?” 

“T left the car in a parking lot on Calu- 
met. Go to—” 

He gave me some more instructions. 

My head was bursting with instructions. 
With every word he spoke, mixed curiosity 
and worry and wondering and fear raised 
another notch. T thought I would burst. 

“__The key.” he was talking again. “the 
car key is under the floor mat. Got it, Lil? 
Got everything?” 

I said. yes. I thought I had it all. 

“Well, get moving!” he said, and hung 
up. 

For a moment. I was panic struck. I 
rushed to the cupboard and got my whis- 
key bottle and poured myself a stiff drink. 
straight bourbon. The whiskey burned my 
throat going down. but it braced me, too. 

Hurriedly I dressed and set out on the 
errands Bennie had assigned to me. 


It was an hour past dusk when I pulled 
down the dark street where Bennie had 
told me to meet him. I had turned the 
corner slowly. as he said, and I blinked 
the lights twice. then edged into the curb. 
I let the car inch along until I saw a 
shadowy form disengage itself from a dark- 
ened. old building and walk out on the 
sidewalk. I pulled up beside Bennie and 
stopped. 

Grabbing the door, he rushed inside the 
car. 

“Got everything?” he asked. 

“Yes. but Bennie. what?” 

His face was haggard and there was a 
frightened. hunted look in his eyes. His 
clothes. the new outfit, were tattered. He 
looked terrible. 

“What happened. Bennie? 
pened?” 

He looked at me, hard. And for an in- 
stance I thought he would crack up. 

“Things went wrong, Lil. I went wrong.” 

“Come on,” I said, “let me take you 
home.” 

“Can’t ever go home,” he said. “Got to 
get out of town.” 

“Why?” 

He spoke harshly: 

“Don’t ask so many questions, Lil. I 
haven’t got time—” 

“But, Bennie—” 


What hap- 














Chere was only one thing left for me to do. But how could a woman de that to the may 


he loved, even if it was the only way to save him? You can’t double-cross your mag 


“We rented a truck 
1 up a liquor warehouse. Some- 
ent wrong. Somebody tipped the 
ey let us back the truck up to the 
| break in. Then the night watch- 
e the cops a signal. Fats slugged 
hman. Then lights went on every- 
Fats and Lash ran. The cops shot 
hey nabbed Joe and Pete. I was 
one to get away. That was two 

I’ve been hiding out ever since— 
| had only listened to you—” 
In’t hold back the tears. 
n to me now, Bennie. Come home 
We'll straighten it out. [ll help 


he said. 


go,” he said. “I think Fats killed 
hman.” 
irt froze. 
” 
ot to get out of town,” he went on. 
zo a long ways. Maybe some 


econd he was tender and gentle, 
Bennie. Then he hardened again. 

1 he was going to catch a plane 
far south as he could. He’d take 

ume, Robert Winston. If things 
he’d send for me, he said. 

kind of life would we have. Ben- 

isked. le’d always be running 
lay they’d catch you and put you 


e.”” Bennie said. “I’d let °em have 
He brandished the pistol I had 
cleaning at home. “The Army 
1ough. Pl never go to jail.” 


thing, Lil,” he said. opening the 
s side of the car. “I’m getting 
ysut of here—and you'd better. 


ped out of the car and was soon 
shadows. I called to him, but he 
ked back. 

ng time. I sat there in the car, 
figure out what I should do. 
I thought of made sense. 

{ turned the car around and 
ard home. When I neared the 

though. IT was suddenly seized 

Suppose the cops were waiting. 
park the car and walk. 

| the car and started walking 

the apartment. I walked and 
d walked. I tried to think. Some- 
1 to help Bennie. No matter what, 
let him hurt himself more. But 
ld I do? 

sed a small, corner drug store, 
ne, 

[ entered the store, got change 
rter, and walked to the pay tele- 
th in the rear. 

1 the booth, sat down, studied 


the list of phone numbers posted by the 
telephone company. 

Slowly, uncertainly, I dialed the number 
—and got the police. 

Hardly knowing what I was saying, I 
started talking: 

“T’m calling about that warehouse rob- 
bery—the man you’re looking for is—is 
Bennie Hardy. He is on his way to the 
airport—he’s catching a plane South 
he has on an Ivy League cap and a false 
moustache—he’s using the name—he’s 
using the name of—Robert Winston.” 

“Yes, lady. Go on,” the voice on the 
other end said. “Who are you? Where are 
you calling from? What’s your name, 
lady?” 

T hung up and left the drug store. 

I walked some more. trying to convince 
myself that I had done the right thing. I 
hoped so. but I wasn’t sure. It just seemed 

. it just seemed that Bennie had noth- 
ing to gain by running away. 


MUST HAVE WALKED more than an 

hour before, weary and sick. I finally 
went home. 

I was numb. All this like a 
horrible nightmare. I kept trying to wake 
up. 

When TI reached our apartment. I was 
startled momentarily to see that the door 
was slightly ajar. How careless of me, 
leaving the door unlocked. 

I pushed it open, entered. reached for 
the switch, turned on the light. 

Bennie came from behind the door and 
grabbed me. 

“You double-crossed me. Lil! You tipped 
the cops. When I got to the airport. they 
were swarming all over the place. Why 
did you do it?” 

Scared as I was, I told the truth: 

“Because I love you. Bennie. In spite 
of everything, I love you!” 

“You love me like hell!” Bennie said, 
spitting the words. “I could kill you for 
this.” 

He slapped me hard, across the face. He 
drew his arm back to hit me again— 

“All right, Hardy,” a voice boomed out. 
“Hold everything!” 

It was the police. Quickly they grabbed 
Bennie. frisked him, took away his gun, 
handcuffed him. 

One cop reached up and pulled off his 
false moustache. 

“You ought to be glad. punk,” he said, 
“that you’ve got a wife. You never would 
have made it to that plane.” 

Bennie looked at me with hate in his 
eyes. 

I started crying. pleading, begging the 
cops to go easy on Bennie. 


seemed 


a 


“He didn’t know what he was doings 

“He’s dumb, lady,” the cop said, 
not that dumb. Lucky for him that yj 
watchman was only knocked out. Y, 
husband could be facing a murder rap,, 

They took Bennie out of the apartmey 
on down the stairs to the Black Maria, 
followed ... 3 

When we reached the sidewalk, one 
the cops said: 

“Better go back upstairs, lady. There 
nothing you can do now. This bum hag 
few lessons to learn.” 

“Wait!” ; 

The screaming voice was mine. I he 
it as if from some place far away. As 
nie started to step into the wagon, I rus 
up to him and pulled him toward me. 
cop stepped between us. “Go on homer 
lady.” he said roughly. 

“‘T__]—] just want to kiss my husband 
I said. 

I looked at Bennie. I was scared 
didn’t want me, afraid he still hated me 
squealing on him. I could tell. from wat 
ing his eyes. that he was fighting a he 
inside. 

After a long moment. his eyes soften 
then glittered with misty tears. 

He wanted to put his arms around 
but it was awkward with handcuffs 
He lifted his arms shoulder high. I be 
down slightly and then came up betwe 
his circled arms. His handcuffed he 
squeezed at my back. 

Bennie kissed me. most wonderfull 
beautifully, lovingly—and I lived again f 
a few, fleeting moments. 

“I’m sorry. Lil,” Bennie said. “I mes 
up your life.” 

I knew what he was trying to say a 
I had an answer ready. 

“I'll be waiting.” Tears of joy and 
anguish streamed down my cheeks. 
be waiting when you come home—to me 

They took Bennie away then. 


That seems like so long ago now. It y 
coing on three years since the night 
locked my husband up in jail. He’s de 
his time, almost two years of it. His tet 
was shortened by good behavior. 

The day they let Bennie go, I was ¢ 
side the prison, waiting for him. We 
our plans all made. We moved from @ 
cago to San Francisco, where we did 
know anybody, and started a new life. 

All the bad days are behind us n@ 
We're saving for a home again. 

I had a tough time while I waited # 
my husband to come home twice. Bul 
was worth it. I thank God that I have? 
THE BD 


now. 








